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“Look  out!'*  cried  Harry,  and,  just  in  time 
to  avoid  being  bowled  out  by  a  whiskey 
cask,  Old  King  Brady  clutched  the  rocks 
and  pulled  himself  aside.  Three  moon¬ 
shiners  were  rolling  casks  down  the  hill. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  BEADTS  START  THEIR  CYCLONE  RAID. 

Dunsenberg,  Buncombe  County,  North  Carolina,  can 
scarcely  be  termed  a  lively  place,  yet  it  was  lively  enough 
on  the  dav  Bovd  Dullen,  King  of  the  Moonshiners,  and 
his  gang  shot  up  the  town. 

Dullen  had  been  trapped  by  United  States  Deputy  Mar¬ 
shal  J.  J.  Pigeon,  and  arrested  after  a  hard  fight,  in  which 
three  of  the  marshal’s  men  were  killed  and  several  severely 
wounded. 

They  brought  this  notorious  outlaw  to  Dusenberg  and 
jailed  him.  His  trial  was  set  down  for  the  following  Fri¬ 
day,  but  on  Thursday  a  gang  of  mounted  moonshiners 
wenty  strong  swept  into  Dusenberg,  and  with  their  long- 
arrelled  old-fashioned  rifles  cleared  Main  street  in  a  jiffy, 
■roke  into  the  jail  and  rescued  the  leader,  whereupon  they 
ode  off  into  the  mountains  in  triumph,  leaving  several 
dead  and  many  wounded  behind  them. 

It  was  an  old-fashioned  Southern  feud,  and  among  the 
shot  were  such  prominent  citizens  as  Colonel  Whaley,  the 
richest  man  in  the  section,  old  Mr.  Oliver,  the  druggist, 
who  just  stepped  to  the  door  of  his  store  to  see  what  it  was 
all  about.  Dr.  Fink,  the  town  physician,  and  several  others. 

Buncombe  County  gave  a  gasp  and  then  subsided. 

Nothing  would  have  ever  been  done  in  the  matter  had 
not  the  people  of  the  Mountain  House  stirred  it  up. 

They  were  Northern  men,  who  were  trying  to  make 
Dusenberg  a  winter  resort  for  the  rich. 

Xhey  had  invested  thousands  of  dollars  in  this  hotel,  and 
a.-  the  raid  occurred  in  the  height  of  their  season,  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  February’,  it  proved  a  very  serious  matter  for  them. 

The  big  house  was  full  on  the  day  it  occurred;  it  was 
nearly  empty  three  days  later. 

Xhe  wealthy  guests  simply  would  not  stay  in  a  place 
v.-here  there  were  such  goings  on.  Three  of  them  had  been 
k  o  down  on  the  street  during  the  raid,  and  one  died  of 
a  o  un  cLs. 


The  house  was,  accordingly,  closed,  and  the  management 
declared  that  it  would  not  be  opened  again  until  the  King 
of  the  Moonshiners  was  put  out  of  business. 

For  several  months  nobody  could  learn  that  anything 
was  being  done  about  the  matter. 

June  came  around  and  it  brought  three  gue?^  to  the 
Latimer  House,  the  town  hotel. 

One  was  a  tall,  elderly  man,  who  wore  a  long  blue  coat 
with  brass  buttons,  an  old-fashioned  stock  and  stand-up 
collar,  and  a  big  white  felt  hat  with  extra  broad  brim. 

His  companions  were  registered  as  his  son  and  daughter, 
under  the  name  of  Brown. 

The  son  was  a  stylish  young  fellow  in  his  twenties,  while 
the  daughter,  who  was  about  the  same  age,  was  a  perfect 
beauty. 

They  claimed  to  be  professional  botanists,  and  spent 
much  time  in  the  mountains. 

They  stayed  two  weeks  at  the  Latimer  House,  and  then 
departed,  first  shipping  two  great  cases  of  botanical  speci¬ 
mens  to  a  New  York  address. 

Nobody  doubted  that  they  were  botanists,  so  carefully 
had  they  conducted  themselves,  yet  for  all  that  everybody 
was  mistaken,  for  they  were  actually  detectives  employed 
by  the  United  States  Secret  Service  Bureau  in  the  matter 
of  the  moonshiners,  being  none  other  than  the  world- 
famous  Bradys  and  their  able  female  assistant,  Miss  Alice 
Montgomery  of  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau,  Union  Square, 
New  York. 

But  of  this  Dusenberg  did  not  receive  the  slightest  ink¬ 
ling. 

Two  weeks  later,  just  at  dusk,  the  “Browns”  suddenly 
returned  to  the  Latimer  Flouse,  unannounced,  coming  this 
time  in  a  great  red  tonring  car. 

They  stopped  for  supper,  announcing  that  they  were  on 
their  way  to  Asheville,  and  should  not  require  a  room. 

They  left  immediately  after  supper. 

“And  now  this  is  the  time  we  get  ’em,”  remarked  Old 
King  Brady  as  soon  as  they  were  clear  of  the  town.  “If 
we  don't  capture  Boyd  Dullen  in  his  secret  still  to-night 
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my  name's  not  Brady.  We  may  not  get  all  of  the  gang, 
but  we  shall  surely  get  some  of  them.  Unless  Buck  Mas¬ 
ters  goes  back  on  us,  the  King  of  the  Moonshiners  we  can¬ 
not  miss.” 

“I  wish  I  could  share  your  confidence,”  replied  Young 
King  Brady,  doubtfully. 

‘‘And  why  not,  may  I  ask,  Harry?  Do  you  still  allow 
your  personal  dislike  of  Buck  Masters  to  warp  your  better 
judgment  ?” 

“Call  it  that  if  you  wish,”  replied  Harry,  “but  I  can't 
get  over  the  idea  that  the  man  is  a  scoundrel  and  a  con¬ 
summate  hypocrite  in  spite  of  his  fair  promises  and  his 
apparent  hatred  of  Boyd  Dullen.” 

“He  has  good  cause  to  hate  him.  as  we  know.  The  man 
treacherously  murdered  bis  brother,  and  has  repeatedly 
threatened  his  own  life.” 

“So  he  claims,  but  as  you  know,  much  as  these  people 
quarrel  among  themselves,  they  all  unite  in  a  common 
hat'Tu  of  the  whole  race  of  detectives.” 

“Nobody  but  Masters  dreams  that  we  are  detectives.” 

“I’m  not  so  sure  of  that.” 

“Well,  I  am,  then.  -Alice,  my  dear,  what  is  your  opin¬ 
ion?  As  yet  I  have  not  heard  you  express  any.” 

“It  is  because  I  have  none,  Mr.  Brady.  All  I  can  say 
is  that  a  man  who  will  betray  his  own  kin  for  money,  is, 
on  general  principles,  a  man  to  be  distrusted.” 

“Therein  you  are  right,  of  course,  but  this  is  a  peculiar 
case,  and  the  money  we  have  already  paid  the  man,  and 
that  which  we  propose  to  pay,  mean  much  to  him.” 

“I  know  that.” 

“This  is  going  to  be  a  regular  cyclone  raid.  We  shall 
swoop  down  on  the  Dullen  gang  and  sweep  them  out  of 
existence,  to  that  my  word  is  pledged  to  the  Secret  Service 

Bureau.” 

“Others  have  tried  it  and  have  failed.” 

“True,  but  where  others  have  failed  we  shall  succeed. 
But  enough !  There  is  no  use  talking  any  more  about  it. 
This  night  will  show.” 

They  rode  on  to  the  foot  of  Mount  Topping,  and  there 
struck  into  a  wood  road,  having  traveled  thus  far  without 
meeting  a  soul  after  passing  the  last  house  within  the 
limits  of  Dusenberg. 

Up  the  mountain  for  a  good  two  miles  Harry  drove  the 
car  over  a  road  which  was  at  all  points  bad,  and  at  many 
positively  dangerous,  until  they  came  at  last  to  a  point 
where  a  few  trees  had  been  cleared  away. 

Now,  the  Bradys  and  this  informer,  Buck  Masters,  had 
cleared  away  these  trees,  and  it  was  the  only  real  trace  the 
detectives  had  left  behind  of  their  former  work. 

Here  once  had  been  a  road  leading  in  to  a  now  aban- 
doned  house. 

Cautiously  Harry  drove  the  car  among  the  stumps  and 

entered  a  clearing. 

Dark  as  it  was,  the  house  was  now  plainly  visible,  as 
were  three  other  automobiles. 

A  number  of  men  were  lounging  about. 

“Some  of  the  boys  have  arrived,  at  all  events,”  said 
Old  King  Brady  in  a  tone  of  satisfacton. 

Three  were  Secret  Service  detectives,  especially  assigned 
to  the  Bradys  for  this  work. 

They  came  forward  to  greet  their  chief. 
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“And  where  are  the  rest  of  you?”  asked  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“There  are  two  more  cars  to  come,”  replied  the  man 
addressed.  “They  ought  to  be  here  any  time  now.” 

“There  were  to  he  twenty  of  you  all  told.” 

“That  will  be  the  number.” 

“Has  Mr.  Masters  come?” 

“Not  yet,  sir.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  troubled,  but  said  nothing. 

Consulting  his  watch,  be  saw  that  it  was  quarter  past 
nine. 

“Time’s  up,”  he  remarked.  “He  certainly  ought  to  be 
here  if  he  means  to  keep  his  appointment.” 

“I  see  some  one  coming  now,”  remarked  Harry,  looking 
back. 

“That’s  the  man!”  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “I  was  cer- 
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tain  he  would  not  fail  us.” 

The  person  who  now  approached  was  a  typical  “Hill 
Billy,”  a  tall,  gaunt,  lanky  individual  with  long  hair, 
sunken  cheeks  and  a  tangled  yellow  beard. 

He  wore  simply  shirt  and  trousers,  an  old,  battered  straw 
hat  and  coarse  shoes. 

“Howdy,  kun’l !”  he  drawled,  thrusting  out  a  dirty  paw. 
“How  be  yer?  Howdy,  young  man.  Miss,  yours  truly. 
Say,  but  hit's  a  sight  for  sore  eyes  to  see  you  uns  ag’in.” 

“And  I’m  right  glad  to  see  you,  Buck,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady,  shaking  hands.  “I  haven’t  forgotten  all  the 
kind  assistance  von  rendered  us  last  trio,  nor  am  I  likely 
to.  How  is  everything?  Will  Dullen  be  at  the  secret  still 
to-night?” 

“He  suah  will,  kun'l,  so  far  ez  I  hev  any  means  of 
knowin’  what  another  feller  will  dew.  He  told  me  with  his 
own  lips  that  he  intends  to  run  the  mash  to-night.  He^s 
engaged  me  to  work  on  the  second  shift,  and  Ise  agreed 
to  be  thar  at  eleven  o'clock.” 

“Good!  It  will  be  quite  a  surprise  party  to  your  old 
enemy.” 

“Ya’as,  burn  him  !  Ef  anything  happens  that  you  don't 
git  him,  hit  will  be  the  biggest  kind  of  a  disappointment  to 
me,  but  we  won't  think  of  that.  How  man}’  do  you  num¬ 
ber?  Seems  like  this  vere  force  of  vourn  looks  kinder 

V  «/ 

slim.  There'll  be  a  big  bunch  of  the  bovs  up  thar  to¬ 
night.” 

“We  expect  to  be  twenty  strong  without  counting  you, 
myself  and  partner.  There  are  still  others  to  come.” 

“Oil,  I  see.  Waal,  that's  all  right.  But  ther  lady.  I 
could  wish  that  she  could  hev  been  counted  out.” 

“It's  my  ofvn  doings,  Mr.  Masters,”  replied  Alice.  “I 
insisted  upon  being  counted  in,  sojiere  I  am.  Nothing 
v  on  Id  induce  me  to  be  absent  at  the  time  when  our  hard 
work  is  about  to  be  brought  to  a  finish.” 

Hit  s  all  right,  I  s'pose,  on’y  ef  anything  happens  to 
3 e  1 ,  Ton  t  blame  me.  Hit  s  rough  work  for  a  lady  whatever 

"  ‘h  3r°u  have  a  mind  to  look  at  it.  But  hyar  conies  another 
autymobile.” 

It  was  so,  and  a  second  car  presently  followed  it. 

The  Bradys'  raiding  party  was  now  complete,  and  the 
advance,  which  was  intended  to  end  in  the  destruction  of 

Boyd  Dullen’s  secret  still  and  the  capture  of  its  owner, 
began. 

The  Bradys  knew  just  where  they  were  going. 
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Guided  by  Buck  Masters,  they  had  actually  been  in  the 
cave  where  the  King  of  the  Moonshiners  carried  on  his 
illegal  work. 

1  heir  wav  led  on  through  the  forest  until  they  came  to 
the  foot  of  an  abrupt  peak — they  were  already  far  up  in 
the  mountains. 

Here  there  was  a  beautiful  lake  upon  which  the  rising 
moon  was  now  reflected. 

The  scene  was  a  charming  one,  a  study  for  an  artist. 

There  is  no  healthier  nor  lovelier  county  on  earth  than 
this  same  Buncombe  County,  North  Carolina,  but  it  cer-  j 
tainly  was  not  a  healthy  country  for  Secret  Service  detec¬ 
tives  just  at  this  particular  time. 

Buck  Masters  led  them  on  until  they  entered  a  deep 
glen  where  a  vast  mass  of  broken  rock  lay  tumbled  to¬ 
gether  in  the  wildest  confusion. 

Travel  over  these  rocks  was  difficult  as  well  as  danger¬ 
ous,  for  the  glen  was  very  dark,  and  to  have  employed  the 
aid  of  a  lantern  might  have  ruined  all. 

Harry  assisted  Alice  over  the  rocks;  the  old  detective,! 
keeping  close  to  their  guide,  looked  out  for  himself  as  best ! 
he  could ;  his  posse  followed  him  as  closely  as  possible. 
They  made  as  little  noise  as  they  could,  and  as  far  as 
speech  went  perfect  silence  prevailed. 

At  length  they  came  up  onto,  a  broad,  projecting  shelf, 
at  the  back  of  which  rose  perpendicular  cliffs. 

At  a  certain  point  under  these  cliffs  was  a  rear  entrance 
to  Boyd  Dullen’s  cave. 

“And  now  for  our  raid,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
have  swept  into  this  country  like  a  cyclone;  in  the  same 
fashion  we  want  to  swoop  down  on  these  moonshiners  and 
wipe  them  off  the  earth.” 

“That  ar’s  all  well,  kun’l,”  replied  Masters,  “but  with 
all  due  respect  to  you,  I  suggest  that  I  go  on  ahead  an’ 
make  suah  the  coast  is  clear  from  the  entrance  to  the  still 
room.  Hit  orter  be,  suah,  but  thar  hain’t  no  tellin’,  an’ 
for  some  one  to  ketch  sight  of  us  and  sound  the  alarm 
would  be  to  put  ther  kybosh  on  yer.” 

“Go,  then,  Buck,  I’m  trusting  you,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “What  you  say  is  right.  We  will  wait.  Lose  no 
time.” 

“Won’t  be  gone  ten  minutes,”  replied  Masters,  and  off 
he  went. 

But  the  ten  minutes  passed  and  he  had  not  returned. 

Old  King  Brady  began  to  fret. 

“I  don’t  like  this,”  he  whispered  to  Harry.  “What  a 
fierce  disappointment  it  would  be  if  you  should  prove 
right,  after  all.” 

Ilarrv  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  remained  silent. 

He  never  had  felt  much  faith  in  Buck  Masters,  and  Old 
King  Brady  knew  it.  Their  conversation  that  evening  was 
not  the  first  they  had  held  on  the  subject  by  any  means. 

Twenty  minutes  passed. 

Still  no  sign  of  the  missing  guide. 

The  men  began  to  grow  restless. 

Old  King  Brady's  impatience  had  now  reached  fever 
heat. 

“This  is  despairing,”  he  exclaimed.  “The  fellow  has 
either  been  captured  or  he  has  betrayed  us.” 

“There  is  a  third  alternative,”  said  Harry. 


“What  do  you  mean?”  demanded  the  old  detective, 
almost  fiercely. 

“That  Boyd  Dullen  has  known  all  about  us  from  the 
first;  that  he  has  deserted  the  cave  and  that  Buck  Masters 
has  now  deserted  us.” 

“Forward !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “We  wait  no  longer. 
There  is  little  of  the  cyclone  in  this  raid  of  ours  the  way 
we  seem  to  be  conducting  it  to-night.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

HARRY  AND  ALICE  SIGHT  THE  MOUNTAIN  DEW  EXPRESS. 

The  entrance  to  Boyd  Dullen’s  cave  was  only  about  a 
hundred  feet  from  where  the  detectives  had  halted. 

It  was,  as  we  have  said,  an  entrance  seldom  used  by  the 
King  of  Moonshiners  and  his  band,  hence  Old  King  Brady 
might  with  reasonable  safely  have  swept  down  upon  the 
cave  like  a  cvclone,  as  originallv  intended. 

The  term  he  had  employed  had  seemed  full  of  meaning 
to  the  old  detective  an  hour  before,  but  now  it  seemed 
almost  like  a  joke. 

They  entered  the  cave. 

Now  light  became  absolutely  necessary,  as  there  were 
many  pitfalls  in  the  cave. 

Old  King  Brady  had  provided  himself  with  a  lantern, 
which  had  a  peculiar  shade,  so  arranged  that  the  light  was 
not  thrown  forward,  and  this  he  brought  into  evidence. 

The  men  had  other  lanterns  to  be  used  when  they  came 
upon  the  moonshiners,  and  there  were  special  ones  assigned 
to  this  work,  Alice  being  one  of  them.  Their  feet  were 
muffled  by  woollen  stockings  drawn  over  their  shoes.  Thus 
they  advanced  with  all  possible  rapidity  through  the  re¬ 
cesses  of  the  cave. 

Not  a  sound  could  be  heard  ahead  of  them,  and  when 
they  had  reached  a  certain  point  the  old  detective  was 
in  despair. 

He  knew  that  they  were  now  within  a  stone’s  throw  of 
the  hidden  still  room,  and  yet  the  same  silence  prevailed. 

It  was  simply  impossible  that  the  moonshiners  could 
be  at  work. 

And  so  it  proved. 

The  detectives  advanced  to  the  still  room. 

The  place  was  a  wreck  and  completely  deserted. 

What  the  moonshiners  did  not  care  to  carry  away  with 
them  they  had  destroyed. 

There  was  no  sign  of  Buck  Masters. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  the  treacherous  fellow  had  not 
been  there,  and  for  this  service  Old  King  Brady  had 
already  paid  him  $200,  and  had  promised  him  $300  more. 

“Harry,  you  were  dead  right,”  said  the  old  detective, 
frankly.  “This  is  the  time  I  have  allowed  myself  to  be 
completely  deceived.” 

“Where  can  they  have  moved  to,  do  you  suppose?”  asked 
Alice. 

“Where,  indeed?”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “All  there 
is  about  it  we  have  got  to  begin  over  again.” 

“And  these  men?”  asked  Harry — this  conversation  was 
being  held  at  one  side. 
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“Ob,  we  e.n’t  hold  them,  of 'course.  We  shall  have  to 
serai  them  hack  to  Washington  where  they  came  from.  All 
this  trouble  and  expense  for  nothing.  But  there  is  some¬ 
thing  more  serious  than  that  to  think  of  now.” 

'  “You  believe  that  we  are  in  personal  danger?”  asked 
Alice. 


u  1  do,  indeed,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “and  for  that 
reason  1  consider  that  our  best  course  is  to  remain  .right 
here  in  the  cave  where  we  can  defend  ourselves  until  day¬ 
light  ;  there  is  little  doubt  that  we  shall  be  attacked  on 
our  way  back  if  we  attempt  to  return  to  the  automobiles.” 

‘"Alas  for  the  automobiles!”  sighed  Harry.  “Little 
chance  of  finding  them  there  on  our  return,  I  am  afraid.” 

“I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.  These  people  have  little  use 
for  them,  and  know  nothing  about  them,  but  they  know 
ail  about  us  now,  and  I  cannot  doubt  that  they  are  laying 
for  us  somewhere  and  mean  to  wipe  us  out.” 

Filled  with  this  idea,  Old  King  Brady  conferred  with 
his  men,  and  they  concurring  with  him,  a  watch  was  set 
at  both  entrances  to  the  cave  and  they  prepared  to  spend 
the  night. 

Whether  he  was  right  or  wrong  in  all  this  we  cannot  say; 
at  all  events,  no  one  disturbed  them.  At  daybreak  they 
started  back  for  the  old  abandoned  house,  where  they  found 
the  cars  quite  safe. 

The  Bradys’  cyclone  raid  had  failed,  but  the  old  de¬ 
tective  had  reconsidered  his  plan  of  dismissing  the  men. 
He  determined  to  hold  them  a  few  days,  so  thev  were  all 
sent  to  Dusenberg,  where  they  took  up  their  quarters  at  the 
Latimer  House  without  saying  what  their  business  was, 
although  very  likely  it  was  known. 

^  ^r  them  selves  crossed  the  mountains  in  their 
car,  and  entering  the  town  of  Bagwell,  Tennessee,  still  un¬ 
der  the  name  of  Brown,  took  up  their  quarters  at  the  only 
hotel  in* the  place,  a  wretched  affair. 

It  was  necessary  to  have  a  guide,  and  simply  useless  un¬ 
der  the  circumstances  to  pick  up  one  in  or  around  Dusen¬ 
berg. 

Now,  the  Bradys  had  given  this  matter  careful  thought, 
and  they  were  acting  in  accordance. 

Among  other  things  they  had  learned  during  their 
botanizing  expeditions  was  that  most  if  not  all  the  whiskey 
made  by  the  King  of  Moonshiners  was  sent  to  Atlanta, 
where  it  was  bottled  and  secretly  sold  in  the  various  parts 
of  the  South. 

Buck  Masters  had  spoken  freely  on  these  points,  and 
having  had  the  same  information  from  other  sources,  the 
old  detective  was  inclined  to  believe  that  this  was  true. 
He  had  also  been  told  that  Bagwell  was  the  shipping  point, 
and  that  Boyd  Dullen  maintained  a  secret  agent  there,  who 
stood  in  with  the  railroad.  He  had  likewise  learned  that 
>  was  shipped  in  carboys  and  labeled  “sulphuric 
acid.”  This  he  also  believed. 

To  get  further  information  on  these  points  and,  if  pos¬ 
sible,  to  get  next  to  this  secret  agent,  of  whose  identity 
they  had  no  idea,  was  also  on  the  programme  of  the  detec¬ 
tives. 

They  bore  little  resemblance  to  the  Browns  of  the  Lati¬ 
mer  House  when  they  arrived  at  the  Bagwell  House. 

They  were  most  cleverly  disguised,  and  registered  from 

Atlanta. 


Old  King  Brady's  first  move  was  to  take  a  general  sur¬ 
vey  of  the  little  town,  and  he  went  out  alone  for  the  pur¬ 
pose. 

Harry  and  Alice,  in  the  meanwhile,  strolled  to  the  top 
of  a  wooded  hill  which  rose  directly  back  of  the  town. 

It  commanded  a  perfect  view  of  the  westerly  slope  of 
Mount  Topping,  on  which  the  Dullen  family  had  always 
lived.  It  was  Young  King  Brady’s  purpose  to  study  this 
slope  through  a  glass  and  see  what  he  could  make  out  of  it. 
i  Incidentally,  the  road  by  which  the  Bradys  had  come 
|  passed  the  foot  of  this  hill,  running  through  a  valley 
i  which  separated  it  from  Mount  Topping. 

“Now,  here's  a  good  place,  Harry,”  said  Alice  as  they 
came  out  upon  a  big  rock  which  was  heavily  carpeted  with 
moss.  “We  could  not  have  a  better  view  of  Mount  Top¬ 
ping  than  this.” 

“You’re  right,”  replied  Harry.  “Let  us  sit  down  here.” 

They  did  so,  and  Young  King  Brady  got  out  his  glass 
|  and  began  a  careful  survey  of  the  mountain,  while  Alice 
I  busied  herself  with  certain  fancy  needlework  which  she 
had  brought  along. 

For  some  time  both  were  silent. 

At  last  Harry,  removing  the  glass  from  his  eyes,  said; 
“Well,  Alice,  I've  made  a  discovery.” 

“Which  is  what?”  asked  Alice. 

“Which  is  a  team  drawn  by  four  mules  coming  down 
Mount  Topping.” 

“By  the  road  we  came?” 

“No;  by  another.  I  can  see  it  now  with  the  naked  eye, 
though  I  can  scarcely  hope  to  make  you  do  as  much.” 

“Try  me.” 

“Well,  then,  do  you  see  that  big  red  cliff?” 

“A  little  to  our  right  as  we  sit  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  should  be  blind  if  I  didn’t.  It’s  the  most  prominent 
object  on  the  mountain.” 

“Exactly.  Now,  then,  draw  an  imaginary  line  from 
that  cliff  north  and  end  it  at  that  grayer  ledge  which  pro¬ 
jects,  and  which  with  some  little  stretch  of  the  imagina¬ 
tion  one  could  fancy  looks  something  like  a  human  head.” 

“I  see  what  you  mean.  It  does  look  like  a  colossal  head. 
Well  ?” 

“Look  beneath  it.  Can’t  you  see  a  dark  object  which  is 
slowly  moving?” 

“I  do!” 

“That’s  it.” 

“It  looks  like  a  moving  line.” 

“Yes,  but  it  moves  very  slowly.” 

“Exactly;  it’s  a  heavily  loaded  team.  Now,  the  question 
is  whether  it  is  loaded,  as  I  think,  or  wnether  I  am  imagin¬ 
ing  it.  Take  the  glass  and  see  what  you  can  make  of  the 
problem.” 

Alice  studied  it  for  some  time,  and  finally  said : 

It  is  no  imagination,  Harry.  It  s  a  big  wagon  loaded 
w  ith  square  objects  all  of  a  size.  I  rom  this  distance  they 
don’t  look  much  bigger  than — what  shall  1  say?  Bricks? 
No  ;  that  won't  do,  for  bricks  are  not  square,  but  they  don't 
look  any  longer  than  bricks,  at  all  events.  Do  you  think 
they  can  be  carboys?” 

d  hat  s  m)  idea,  Alice.  \\  hile,  of  course,  it  would  be 
^nere  folly  to  assert  that  the  wagon  belongs  tg  Boyd  Dullen. 
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I  do  think  we  are  watching  a  shipment  of  mountain  dew 
bound  down  the  mountain  for  Bagwell.  If  we  could  watch 
it  to  its  destination  it  would  be  great.” 

“How  long  do  you  imagine  it  is  going  to  take  them  to 
get  down  the  mountain  from  that  point?” 

“About  an  hour  for  a  guess,  and  half  as  much  again  to 
get  to  Bagwell  from  its  foot,  if  such  is  their  destination.” 

“Y  ould  they  dare  to  enter  Bagwell  openly  by  daylight?” 

“I  can't  say.  Depends  entirely  upon  who  runs  Bagwell. 
The  mayor  himself  may  be  standing  in  with  these  moon¬ 
shiners  for  all  I  know.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  consider  him  a 
very  likely  subject,  and  Old  King  Brady  feels  the  same.” 

“I  know  he  thinks  that  some  prominent  person  has 
things  fixed  with  the  railroad.” 

“It  is  apt  to  be  so  where  whiskey  has  to  be  handled  se¬ 
cretly.  Then  you  must  bear  in  mind  that  Boyd  Dullen, 
although  now  a  hunted  outlaw,  is  still  a  man  who  handles 
plenty  of  money,  and  whose  profits  in  the  past  have  been 
enormous.  Some  say  he  is  worth  as  much  as  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars,  but  whether  that  is  true  or  not  there  is 
no  telling.  In  any  event,  he  still  has  a  big  pull.” 

“Let  us  stay  here  for  another  hour,”  said  Alice,  “or  as 
long  as. we  can  follow  the  course  of  that  wagon,  at  least.” 

Again  Harry  resumed  his  glass. 

Now  he  would  lose  sight  of  the  wagon  as  it  wound  down 

the  mountain,  then  it  would  appear  again,  slowly  working 

its  wav  lower  and  lower. 

•/ 

At  last  it  disappeared  altogether,  and  for  some  time 
Harry  waited  for  its  reappearance  in  vain. 

“I  guess  it’s  gone  for  good  this  time,”  he  said.  “It  mint 
have  turned  off  into  those  thick  woods  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountain.  I'm  afraid  we  won't  see  it  again.” 

“Isn’t  that  bare  spot  on  the  level  at  the  foot  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  the  road?” 

“I  think  it  is.  Yes,  you  are  right.” 

“Watch  it.  There's  where  you’ll  hit  the  wagon  again, 
perhaps.” 

Harrv  waited  what  seemed  an  interminable  time,  and  at 
last  the  wagon  did  appear  on  this  short  stretch  of  road. 

“I'm  right!”  he  cried.  “Look,  Alice!  It  is  loaded  with 
carboys.  We  have  surely  discovered  the  Mountain  Dew 
Express.” 

Alice  took  the  glass  and  confirmed  the  statement. 

“That’s  what  it  is,”  she  said.  “Good!  If  we  can  only 
keep  it  in  sight.” 

It  vanished  even  as  she  spoke. 

Between  the  base  of  their  hill  and  this  point  the  woods 
were  very  thick,  bub  the  road  into  Bagwell  was  plainly 
visible  nearer  the  town. 

The  wagon  did  not  appear  upon  it,  however,  and  at  last 
Hairy  and  Alice  gave  up  and  returned  to  the  hotel. 

Thev  had  scored  a  point  as  they  viewed  it.  Question  was 
where  did  the  Mountain  Dew  Express  turn  off? 

This  still  remained  to  be  learned. 

The  first  thing  Old  King  Brady  started  out  to  do  was  to 
find  if  it  was  possible  for  him  to  buy  a  glass  of  whiskey 
in  Bagwell  outside  of  the  hotel.  In  thus  doing  he  ran  up 
against  several  things.  To  this  matter  we  propose  to  de¬ 
vote  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  111. 


BARNEY  THE  BOOTLEGGER. 


In  some  parts  of  the  State  of  Tennessee  prohibition  may 
prevent  the  selling  of  whiskey,  but  so  far  as  Bagwell  wa3 
concerned  it  certainly  did  nothing  of  the  soil. 

Before  he  had  proceeded  the  length  of  a  city  block.  Old 
King  Brady  ran  into  two  drunken  men,  and  yet  there  was 
not  an  open  saloon  in  the  place. 

The  question  was  who  sold  the  whiskey? 

Old  King  Brady  took  up  his  stand  at  the  post-office, 
which  was  opposite  the  railroad  station,  and  watched,  but 
he  saw  nothing  to  enlighten  him. 

His  make-up  now  was  such  that  one  would  have  taken 
him  for  an  elderly  and  successful  business  man,  and  many 
eyed  the  stranger  curiously. 

At  length  a  small  man  wearing  a  big  flop  hat  approached 
him  and  asked  if  he  could  be  of  any  a^sista-nce. 

“I  noticed  that  you  were  a  stranger  and  were  looking 
around,”  he  said.  “If  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you - ” 

“Possibly,  possibly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “I  was 
not  looking  for  anything  in  particular,  however.  Just  tak¬ 
ing  in  things.  Seems  a  right  smart  town.” 

“In  its  way,  yes;  it's  dead  enough,  too.  Are  you  stop¬ 
ping  at  the  hotel?” 

“Temporarily.  I  am  traveling  in  my  own  auto  with  my 
son  and  daughter.  I'm  from  Atlanta.  My  name  is  Brown. 
I  was  formerly  in  the  wholesale  liquor  business  till  they 
shut  us  up  down  there.  Since  then  I've  been  on  the  retired 
lits,  but  I'm  always  open  for  business  when  I  see  a  chance.” 

“A  man  with  a  full  wallet  doji’t  have  to  look  long  for 
a  chance  to  make  it  fuller,”  was  the  reply.  My  name  is 
Butters — Simon  Butters.  I'm  mayor  of  this  town.” 

Old  King  Bradv  was  delighted  to  meet  Mavor  Butters, 
and  they  continued  to  talk. 

Just  then  a  man  half  seas  over  staggered  by. 

“Prohibition  don't  seem  to  work  altogether  here,”  re¬ 
marked  the  old  detective. 

“Not  with  that  fellow,”  replied  the  mayor.  “He's  drunk 
all  the  time.  It's  his  kind  that  makes  drinking  unpopu¬ 
lar.”  J 

“Much  sold  here  on  the  quiet?” 

“Oh,  1  suppose  so.  Of  course,  1  know  nothing  about  it.” 

“Certainly  not.  There  was  a  time  when  it  paid  me  well 
to  handle  the  Mountain  Dew.  It's  not  so  easy  now.” 

“Tn  Atlanta?”  questioned  the  mavor,  sneeringly. 

“Atlanta  is  a  prohibition  city,  Mr.  Butters.” 

“Is  there  a  house  in  the  place  outside  the  churches 
where  it  isn't  sold?” 


“That’s  what  they  say, 
Brady.  “I  know  at  least 
you  can  buy  all  you  want, 
come  mv  best  customers.” 
“Ha!  You  are  still  in 


I  know,”  laughed  Old  King 
three  undertakers'  shops  where 
Indeed,  undertakers  have  be- 

the  business  then,”  said  the 


mayor. 

“That  was  a  slip,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am  still 
buving.  I  don’t  sav  1  sell.  Just  now  I'm  having  some 
trouble  buying,  too.  I  had  a  contract  with  some  mountain 
gentlemen  south  of  here,  but  they  ha’  e  been  put  out  of 
business.  It  is  not  so  easy  to  make  another  these  days.” 
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“ Ha !  I  daresay  not,”  replied  the  mayor.  “Good-day, 
Mr.  Brown.  Glad  to  have  met  you.  Hope  we  may  meet 

again.” 

Old  King  Brady  walked  over  to  the  station  and  stood 
consulting  the  time-table. 

He  was  thinking  of  his  interview  with  the  mayor,  whose 
business  was  hardware,  as  he  happened  to  know. 

From  things  he  had  heard  at  Husenberg  he  was  confi¬ 
dent,  as  Harry  had  said,  that  some  one  of  influence  was 
agent  for  more  than  one  mountain  distillery  at  Bagwell. 
That  was  why  he  came  there. 

“Can  it  be  the  mayor  himself?”  he  mused.  “I  only  wish 
T  knew.” 

He  strolled  on,  following  the  line  of  the  railroad. 

That  every  eye  was  on  him  went  without  saying. 

That  every  one  in  Bagwell  would  be  told  before  sundown 
that  he  was  a  whiskey  buyer  he  felt  assured. 

From  the  way  Mayor  Butters  had  received  his  supposed 
frank  avowal  of  his  business,  Old  King  Brady  was  quite 
sure  that  he  had  no  deeply  rooted  prejudices  in  that  line. 

At  some  distance  from  the  railroad  there  was  a  stream 
which  was  crossed  by  a  little  bridge. 

Old  King  Brady  had  almost  reached  it  when  a  man 
brushed  past  him,  saying  as  he  did  so: 

“Stop  on  the  bridge !” 

“Already,”  thought  the  old  detective.  “His  Honor  is  a 
quick  one,  I  must  say.  What  now,  I  wonder?” 

The  man  was  a  person  of  about  thirty,  fairly  well  dressed 
and  his  hands  were  not  such  a  pair  as  would  indicate  that 
their  owner  was  addicted  to  hard  work. 

He  walked  on  rapidly  without  looking  back,  gained  the 
bridge,  crossed  if,  and  then  running  down  the  bank,  dis¬ 
appeared. 

“Probably  a  bootlegger,”  thought  Old  King  Brady. 

This  term,  it  may  be  explained  for  the  benefit  of  the 
uninitiated,  is  applied  in  the  prohibition  States  of  the 
South  and  Southwest  to  men  who  peddle  whiskey  in  bottles 
concealed  on  their  person. 

That  their  line  of  goods  is  of  the  most  villainous  de¬ 
scription  goes  without  saying.  The  offence  is  punishable 
by  fine  and  imprisonment,  but  bootlegging  goes  merrily  on 
just  the  same. 

Old  King  Brady,  reaching  the  bridge,  stopped. 

A  darkey  driving  a  ramshackle  old  wagon  on  which  there 
was  a  crate  of  live  fowls  was  approaching,  and  he  stood 
aside  to  let  him  pass. 

As  soon  as  it  was  well  away  a  voice  from  under  the 
bridge  called  out : 

“Hey,  boss !” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “here  I  am.” 

“Come  on  down  hyar!” 

The  old  detective  went  down  over  the  bank  and  saw  the 
man  looking  out  from  under  the  bridge. 

“Looking  for  a  drink?”  he  asked. 

“Ha  !  You  read  my  mind,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  am  accustomed  to  the  stuff.  Only  a  drop  satisfies  me, 
but  that  drop  must  be  good.” 

“Here’s  whar  yer  git  it.  Come  around  hyar.  Look  out 
yew  don't  miss  yer  step  and  get  in  the  water.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  turned  in  under  the  bridge. 


Here  it  was  boarded  up  on  both  sides  of  the  stream. 

On  this  side  a  board  had  been  removed.  The  bootlegger 
slipped  in  through  the  opening,  and  Old  King  Brady  fol¬ 
lowed. 

Here  he  now  found  himself  in  the  queerest  apology  for  a 
saloon  he  had  ever  struck. 

Just  a  shelf  with  several  bottles  on  it,  also  glasses  and 
a  water  pitcher;  likewise  a  plate  of  crackers  and  cheese. 

“Good!”  said  the  old  detective.  “I  thought  there  must 
be  some  place  in  Bagwell  where  a  man  could  get  a  drink 
outside  of  the  hotel.  They  say  thev  don’t  sell  it  there.” 

“They  lie,  then,”  replied  the  bootlegger.  “Some  place — 
why,  there's  a  dozen,  and  before  the  law  was  passed  ag'in’ 
the  booze  thar  was  only  two  saloons  in  town.” 

Of  course,  the  old  detective,  who  seldom  meddles  with 
the  stuff,  had  to  take  a  drink  on  this  occasion,  and  a  very 
moderate  one  it  was. 

“Hull!  is  that  all  you  want?”  grunted  the  bootlegger. 

“That's  all.  I'm  in  the  business.  I  drink  very  little.” 

“So  am  I,  and  I  drink  a  great  deal,”  chuckled  the  boot¬ 
legger,  and  he  turned  down  the  contents  of  one  of  his 
glasses  nearly  full,  which  seemed  to  have  no  effect  other 
than  to  make  him  a  shade  more  talkative. 

“Ho  much  business?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“All  I  kin  attend  to.  How  did  vou  like  the  stuff?” 

j 

“It  suited  me  all  right.” 

“I  hear  you  are  in  the  business?” 

“YYs;  wholesale.  Who  told  you?” 

“A  man  up  to  the  hotel.” 

“I  wasn't  aware  that  any  one  in  town  knew  my  business. 
What’s  the  man's  name?” 

“Waal,  I  don't  rightly  know.  He  hangs  around  the  ho¬ 
tel  and  alius  seems  to  know  about  other  people’s  affairs.” 

“So?  And  what  is  your  name,  may  I  ask?” 

“Waal,  you  can  call  me  Barney.  ’Tain’t  my  last  name, 
I  own,  but  it's  the  one  I  alius  go  by.  What’s  yourn?” 

“Brown.” 

“Have  another  ball?” 

“No,  no.  1  must  be  going,  now.  I’m  very  glad  you 
spoke  to  me.  Are  you  here  most  of  the  time?” 

“Pretty  much.  I  hang  around  the  bridge,  and  when  I 
see  any  one  steering  for  it,  I’m  generally  right  on  hand.” 

Just  then  footsteps  were  heard  on  the  bridge  and  a  shrill 
whistle  sounded. 

“Thar’s  a  customer  now,”  said  Barney.  He  struck  his 
head  out  of  the  opening  and  called : 

“Hey,  wait  a  second.  I'm  busy.  Let  you  know  when.” 

“I  should  think  you'd  be  afraid  of  letting  in  the  wrong 
man,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  know  who  I'm  letting  in,  you  bet,’’  said  Barney,  and 
he  added  in  a  hurried  whisper : 

“Want  to  buy  fifty  carboys  of  stuff  like  that?” 

“Price?” 

“I  don  t  make  prices.  It  will  be  low  enough,  though.” 

“And  the  shipment?” 

“Yours  is  Atlanta,  hain’t  hit?” 

“Yes.” 

“Waal,  then,  delivery  is  guaranteed.  You  don't  have 
to  bother  your  head  about  it.” 

“If  the  price  is  right  I  can  handle  fifty  carboys,  or  eveu 
more.” 
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“I  doubt  if  these  parties  can  let  you  have  any  more  just 
now.  They  have  been  up  against  trouble,  but  it’s  about 
st "aigh toned  out.  There'll  be  all  you  want  soon.” 

“I  should  like  very  much  to  meet  them  or  their  repre¬ 
sentative.”  »• 

“Aou  won't  meet  them,  but  you  can  meet  their  agent 
to-night  if  you'll  be  on  the  bridge  at  nine  o’clock.” 

“He  will  be  here?” 

“I  11  be  here.  I’ll  take  you  where  he  is.” 

“I  m  an  old  man,  Barney.  I  don’t  go  out  alone  nights. 

I  shall  have  to  bring  my  son  with  me.” 

‘‘That’ll  be  all  right.  You’ll  be  here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good!  I  think  we  can  make  a  deal.” 

A  heavy  pounding  on  the  bridge  warned  Old  King 
Brady  that  Barney's  bibulous  customers  were  growing 
impatient,  and  he  now  left. 

When  he  got  up  to  the  road  he  found  four  men  on  the 
bridge,  one  of  whom  was  already  pretty  drunk. 

Hearing  Barney's  whistle,  they  promptly  descended  to 
the  bootlegger’s  den,  paying  but  little  attention  to  the  old 
detective. 

“It’s  the  mayor’s  work  all  right,”  thought  Old  Kingj 
Brady,  “but  whether  he  really  means  business  or  is  trying 
to  draw  me  into  a  trap  is  an  open  question.  I  must  go  very 
slow.” 

He  remained  in  his  room  until  Harry  and  Alice  returned, 
when  he  listened  to  the  story  of  the  Mountain  Dew  Ex¬ 
press. 

“This  is  important  and  must  be  looked  into,”  he  said. 
“I've  had  my  experiences,  too.  Listen  to  the  tale  of  Bar¬ 
ney  the  bootlegger.” 

“Looks  like  a  trap  to  me,”  said  Harry.  “I  should  say 
the  mayor  was  on  to  us.” 

“I  don’t  think  you  would  sav  that  if  you  could  see  the 
mayor,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

He  looked  at  his  watch. 

“There's  time  enough  to  take  a  spin  in  the  car  before 
supper,”  he  said.  “Suppose  we  run  out  on  that  road  and 
see  if  we  can  find  where  that  cart  turned  off?” 

“Just  what  I  was  about  to  suggest,”  replied  Harry.  “I’ll 
go  and  get  the  car.” 

He  soon  had  it  at  the  door,  and  they  went  up  the  valley 
road  until  they  reached  the  foot  of  Mount  Topping  without 
seeing  a  sign  of  a  crossroad. 

It  was  just  woods  all  along  the  line,  with  an  occasional 
break  where  a  stream  struck  through,  and  at  the  point 
where  Harry  and  Alice  had  last  seen  the  wagon. 

This  proved  to  be  a  strip  of  barren  pasture  into  which 
the  loaded  wagon  might  have  turned.  Still  the  Bradys 
could  discover  no  trail. 

Night  was  now  approaching,  and  it  was  necessary  to 
return. 

They  ran  back  rather  slowly,  looking  the  ground  care¬ 
fully  over  again. 

As  they  drew  near  one  of  the  streams  the  loud  and  in¬ 
cessant  baying  of  a  dog  was  heard. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  that  dog,  I  wonder?”  ques¬ 
tioned  Alice. 

“Xnere  i*  surely  eopiething  wrong  with  it,”  replied  Old 


King  Brady.  “Sounds  like  a  bloodhound  to  me.  But  stop 
here  at  this  stream,  Harry.  I  have  got  an  idea.” 

Harry  stopped,  and  Old  King  Brady  got  out. 

There  was  a  rude  bridge  crossing  the  stream,  and  a  ford 
for  watering  horses  alongside  of  it. 

“Heavy  wheel  tracks  here  all  right,”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “Can  it  be  that  the  Mountain  Dew  Express  turned 
up  this  stream?” 

He  descended  to  the  ford  and  looked  across. 

Wheel  marks  there  were  leading  up  to  the  road  on  the 
other  side,  but  they  were  nothing  like  as  heavy,  and  thus 
did  not  at  all  match  those  on  the  side  where  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  stood. 

“Well?”  'called  Alice. 

“I  think  I’m  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  think  I 
have  solved  the  mystery,  if  I  am  any  reader  of  trails.  I 
believe  I’ll  follow  the  stream  up  a  little  way.  You  can 
wait  here.” 

“Let  me  go,  governor.  This  is  a  wild  country  and  we 
are  monkeying  with  a  bad  bunch.  Oblige  me  for  once  by 
allowing  me  to  take  the  risky  end.” 

“Not  on  that  ground,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but 
it  may  be  necessary  to  go  in  the  water,  and  as  I  am  liable 
to  slip  on  the  stones,  I  think  I'll  take  you  at  your  word,  but 
don’t  go  very  far  and  take  no  risk.” 

He  returned  to  the  car  and  Harry  started  up  the  stream, 
which  quickly  lost  itself  among  the  trees.  ; 

“Bother  that  dog!”  muttered  Old  King  Brady  after  a 
bit;  “what  a  racket  he  does  keep  up,  to  be  sure.” 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  when  a  shot  rang  out  in  the  di¬ 
rection  which  Harry  had  gone,  and  it  was  instantly  fol¬ 
lowed  by  another. 

“Mercy!  Now  Harry  has  gone  and  got  himself  into 
trouble !”  cried  Alice. 

“Let  us  hope  not,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  dog 
has  stopped,  do  you  notice?” 

“Yes.  Wonder  if  Harry  can  have  shot  him?” 

Old  King  Brady  grew  very  nervous  as  the  moments 
passed. 

He  would  have  followed  Harry  up  if  he  had  dared  leave 
Alice  alone  in  the  car;  but  this  he  refused  to  think  of,  for 
although  as  yet  they  had  not  encountered  a  soul  in  that 
wild  country,  there  was  no  telling  what  might  occur. 


CHAPTER  IY. 
harry’s  precious  find. 

Meanwhile,  Harry  went  pushing  his  way  up  the  streanr. 

It  was  rather  a  rough  undertaking,  as  the  woods  were 
thick  and  the  underbrush  very  dense.  In  some  places  it 
was  simply  impossible  to  get  close  to  the  water’s  edge,  but 
Harry  soon  assured  himself  that  Old  King  Bradv  was 
right.  Here  and  there  where  a  bit  of  low  bank  extended 
out  into  the  water  were  wheel  marks. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  Mountain  Dew  Ex¬ 
press  had  gone  up  the  stream. 

And  all  this  time  that  unseen  bloodhound  kept  up  a 
furious  barking. 
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Harrv  would  have  now  turned  back,  but  as  he  seemed  to  I  "Here”  was  a  thick  clump  of  tangled  underbrush  higher 
be  close  upon  the  dog,  he  continued  to  push  on,  determined  .  than  their  heads. 


to  find  out  what  it  was  all  about. 


Here  Harry  and  the  boy  crouched,  and  they  heard  the 
*/  •/  /  » 


In  a  few  moments  lie  knew  that  he  must  be  directly  op-  pair  pass  them, 
posite  the  animal,  which' was  evidently  on  the  other  side  of  ;  Harry  could  just  make  them  out  as  they  went  by.  rI  hey 
the  stream.  !  were  typical  Hill  Billies,  as  was  the  boy  himself.  Each 

Not  wanting  to  risk  a  personal  encounter  with  the  dog,  carried  a  long  double-barrelled  gun  of  the  old-fashioned 
Young  King  Brady  parted  the  bushes  with  all  caution.  kind,  out  of  use  long  since  everywhere  except  among  this 
He  could  hear  the  brute  crashing  among  the  bushes,  singular  people. 

Evidently  it  had  treed  something:  As  the}'  went  by  their  talk  was  all  about  the  boy,  and 

Harry  thought  of  a  heap;  but  he  quickly  learned  his  J  what  they  said,  intermingled  with  many  a  foul  word,  was 
mistake,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the  bloodhound,  which  was  anything  but  complimentary.  The  mildest  thing  they  said 
an  enormous  creature;  he  also  saw  a  boy,  apparently  about  of  him  was  that  he  was  little  thief. 

eighteen  years  old,  perched  on  the  limb  of  a  big  walnut  j  Meanwhile,  the  boy  himself  was  trembling  with  excite- 
tree,  looking  very  white  and  scared.  ment  and  probably  fear. 

The  dog  was  doing  its  best  to  get  at  him,  and  in  case  of  "Don’t  let  ’em  git  me,  mister!”  he  moaned.  "Don’t  let 
success  it  was  evident  enough  what  the  boy’s  fate  must  be.  ’em  git  me.  Ike  Ruddy’s  swore  to  kill  me.  Says  I  stole  his 
He  was  a  tall,  slender  youth,  tow-headed,  without  hat  or  ole  knife.  Hit’s  a  lie.  He’ll  kill  me  ef  he  gits  me,  suah. 
shoes.  Indeed,  he  seemed  to  have  nothing  on  but  a  tat-  They’re  all  down  on  me,  ther  hull  blame  bunch.  They 
tered  shirt  and  an  old  pair  of  trousers,  which  barely  con-  hate  me  wuss’n  pizen  cause  my  father  he  killed  one  of  their 
coaled  his  nakedness.  .  crowd  long  ago.  Jest  ez  though  I  could  help  that  ’ar.  I 

"Hello!”  called  Harry.  "That  your  dog?”  doan  even  remember  my  father.  I’ve  lived  ’longer  their 

The  boy  looked  across  the  stream  eagerly,  but  instead  crowd  ever  sence  Boyd  Dullen  killed  him.  Oh,  how  I  hate 
of  answering  he  put  his  finger  to  his  lips  and  then  pointed  ’em  all!” 

He  began  to  blubber  then,  poor,  wretched  specimen  of 
humanity  that  he  was,  but  Harry  now  began  to  realize  that 


up  stream. 

"Say,”  he  drawled  in  a  hoarse  tone,  "if  they  hear  you 


you're  a  dead  un.  For  the  landsake  shoot  the  dog  an’  take  !  he  had  made  a  rich  find,  and  that  here  was  a  lead  worth 
me  outer  this,  quick!  Dunno  who^er  be,  but  ef  you’ll  do  ' working, 
that  much  for  me  thar  hain’t  nawthin’  in  this  world  I  kin 
do  but  what  I'll  dew  fer  you.” 


"Brace  up,”  he  said.  "It  will  be  safe  for  us  to  slip  out 
in  a  minute  and  work  down  stream  to  the  road.  I  have 
Harry  drew  bis  revolver,  took  careful  aim  at  the  dog,  j  an  automobile  there;  you  shall  go  in  it  to  Bagwell.  There 


which  in  its  excitement  over  its  treed  quarry  did  not  ap¬ 
pear  to  notice  him,  and  fired. 

The  shot  told,  but  was  not  fatal,  and  the  dog  rushed 
into  the  water  and  made  for  Young  King  Brady. 

A  second  shot  promptly  finished  the  brute. 

Instantly  the  boy  slid  down  out  of  the  tree,  plunged 
into  the  stream  regardless  of  the  wetting  it  gave  him,  and 
waded  across,  saying  as  he  advanced: 


V 


a 


Git  me  out  of  hyar !  Git  me  out  quick;  git  out  verself  take  such  chances.” 


you'll  be  safe  enough.” 

"Bagwell !  No,  no !”  cried  the  boy,  greatly  terrified. 
"They’re  all  ergwinter  Bagwell  to-night  to  lay  out  a  couple 
of  detectives.  They’ll  get  me,  suah.” 

Harry  inwardly  chuckled. 

"Now,  here's  another  on  the  governor,”  he  thought. 
"Thank  goodness  I  caught  on  in  time.  To  be  sure,  we 
might  have  worked  out  of  it  all  right,  but  he’s  too  old  to 


or  we’re  dead  uns.  Oh,  lawzee  !  Thar  they  be !  They’ll 
kill  us,  sure's  sin  !” 

Loud,  harsh  voices  were  now  heard  further  up  stream. 
"Who  fired  them  shots?”  one  shouted. 

"Gee  whiz,  some  uns  reskied  ther  little  snoozer  an’ 
killed  Major,  suah  !” 

Harry  and  the  boy  hurried  through  the  trees  away  from 
the  stream. 

They  were  none  too  soon. 

-  "There!  What'd  I  tell  yer!”  the  first  voice  exclaimed. 
"Major’s  deader’n  a  stun!” 

“Mebbe  Andy  bad  a  gun,”  replied  the  other. 

"Rats!  What'd  he  be  doin’  with  a  gun?  Whar’d  he  <?it 
hit?  No,  no!  Some  blame  pot  hunter  done  this.  Gee! 
wouldn’t  I  like  to  get  a  chanst  at  him!  Come  on!  Come 
on  !  They  must  be  on  the  other  side.” 

There  was  more  said. 


"You  shall  go  where  you  like,”  he  said.  "All  I  want  is 
to  do  the  best  I  can  for  you.” 

"Yer  awful  good.  I  don't  desarve  it.  You  heard  what 
they  said  about  me?” 

"Oh,  yes,  I  heard,  but  I  want  to  believe  that  you  are  not 
as  bad  as  they  make  you  out.” 

"I’m  bad  enough  when  hit  kums  to  that.  How  could  I 
be  anything  else  when  I've  always  lived  with  their  bunch? 
Boss,  the  on'y  bed  I  ever  slep'  in  since  I  remember  is  an 
empty  whiskey  barrel.  Looker  hyar,  I’m  goin’  to  show 
yer  something.  I  know  you  won't  mind.” 

He  threw  off  his  solitary  suspender  and  lowered  the  tat¬ 
tered  trousers. 

"Why,  you  poor  boy,”  said  Harry.  "Whose  work  is 
that?” 

His  body  was  all  black  and  blue.  He  had  been  shame¬ 
fully  kicked,  that  was  evident. 

In  a  minute  Harry  knew  that  they  must  have  crossed  the  "Boyd  Dullen  he  done  it  jes'  afore  we  started."  said  the 

Ktr.r*  ,  n  ,  ,  !b°y,  pulling  up  his  trousers  and  restoring  the  suspender. 

We  shall  have  to  hide,  he  said.  "They  11  surely  hear  "He  liked  to  hev  killed  me.  Swore  he  would.  Dunno  whv 

us.  Come  in  here.”  •  he  didn\  I'll  bet  ’twas  him  wot  tole  Ike  Kuddy  to  sic 
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Major  onto  me.  He  knows  blame  well  I  never  stole  his 
ole  knife.  Don't  b'lieve  he's  even  lost  it.” 

“Let  us  start,"  said  Harry.  “It's  safe  enough  now. 
Keep  close  to  me.  I'll  shoot  them  before  I’ll  let  them  get 
you.  What's  your  name?” 

“Andy  Dean,  sir.” 

*  Those  men  are  moonshiners  ?” 

“Suah.” 

“Did  you  come  down  the  mountain  in  a  wagon  with  a 
load  of  whiskey  in  carboys  this  afternoon  ?” 

“Aes,  I  did.  They’d  kill  me  ef  they  knowed  I  was  tellin’, 
but  I’ll  tell  you  any  ole  thing,  boss,  an’  ez  fer  goin’  back,  I 
jest  won’t.  I'll  hang  myself  fust.  Mought  I  ax  your 
name  ?” 

“It  is  Brady,”  said  Harry,  feeling  that  another  discov¬ 
ery  was  at  hand. 

Nor  was  he  mistaken. 

The  boy  gave  a  start. 

“What!  Be  yew  one  of  them  detectives?”  he  gasped. 

“I  certainly  am.” 

“Gosh!  I  thought  from  ther  way  they  alius  talked  of 
yer  that  yer  must  hev  horns.  Doan  see  none  sproutin’, 
though.” 

When  Old  King  Brady  registered  as  Brown  at  the  Bag- 
well  House  he  did  it  for  the  reason  that  he  thought  if  he 
was  suspected  it  would  be  the  safest  name  he  could  use  as 
being  the  most  unlikely  one  he  would  choose  after  using 
the  same  at  Dusenberg. 

It  was  now  perfectly  evident  that  secretly  as  they  had 
tried  to  work,  they  had  failed. 

Harry,  as  they  walked  on,  tried  to  draw  more  out  of  the 
boy,  but  without  much  success. 

Andv  knew  that  the  raid  had  been  made  on  the  cave. 

He  had  been  at  the  new  still.  They  never  told  him 
much,  he  declared,  and  he  never  dared  to  ask  questions. 

Evidently  he  was  practically  a  white  slave,  held  by  Dul- 
len  because  he  did  not  know  what  else  to  do  with  him, 
originally,  and  later  for  the  work  to  be  got  out  of  him. 

And  this  was  the  prize  Harry  brought  back  to  the  auto¬ 
mobile,  which  still  awaited  him  there  on  the  road  by  the 
bridge. 

Briefly  he  explained  the  situation  to  Old  King  Brady 
and  Alice,  using  such  words  as  Andy  would  be  least  likely 
to  comprehend. 

“Well,  voung  man,  you  seem  to  have  had  a  hard  time 
of  it,”  said  the  old  detective,  “and  now  fate  has  thrown 
you  in  our  way.  We  are  not  such  bad  people,  you  will  find. 
I  shall  certainly  do  what  I  can  for  you.  How  would  you 
like  to  quit  this  country  altogether  and  go  to  New  York 
for  a  change?  I  can  and  will  find  some  place  where  you 
can  'work  and  earn  good  wages.” 

“I’m  ready  enough  to  quit,”  replied  Andy,  “but  I  dunno 
about  New  York.  They’re  all  thieves  and  robbers  there 
I’ve  heard  tell.” 

“Not  quite  so  bad  as  that.  But,  anyway,  you  would  like 
to  see  New  York,  I  suppose?” 

“I  sure  would.” 

“Then  you  shall,  and  you  don’t  have  to  stay  there  unless 
it  suit-  you.  Meanwhile,  you  stay  with  us.” 

“A)l  right,  boss,  but  I  kean’t  go  to  Bagwell.  Ike’ll  be 
tnar  and  he’ll  kill  me,  suah.” 


“Wait,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  have  told  us  a 
lot,  but  there  are  a  few  important  points  you  have  not 
covered.  Where  did  that  dog  chase  vou  from  ?” 

Andy  was  silent.  He  looked  at  Harry  in  a  puzzled  way. 

“Don’t  you  want  to  tell?”  asked  Harry. 

“I  dursn’t,”  said  the  boy.  “You  dunno  how  nskeart 
I  be.” 

“But  seeing  that  you  are  not  going  back  to  the  moon¬ 
shiners,  you  have  no  cause  to  be  afraid.  There  is  a  houte 
up  the  creek  here,  I  suppose,  where  they  took  that  load  of 
whiskey.  Isn’t  it  so?” 

“Well,  yaas.” 

“Hidden  in  the  woods?” 

“Yaas;  thar’s  two  more  dawgs  thar  bigger'n  the  one, 
you  killed.” 

“Who  does  it  belong  to  ?  Who  lives  there  ?” 

“No  one  lives  there  regler  on’y  Barney,  the  bootlegger. 
The  house  belongs  to  Mr.  Butters,  so  I’ve  beared  tell.” 

“There  you  are,  governor,”  said  Harry,  triumphantly, 
“and  I  just  want  to  add  that  Andy  tells  me  it’s  the  inten¬ 
tion  of  Barney  to  have  us  most  beautifully  laid  out  to¬ 
night.” 

“I  see!  Well!  Vtho  could  have  given  us  away?  Andy, 
do  you  know?” 

“That’s  what  I  don’t,  boss.  I  don’t  know  nawthin  on’y 
what  they  tell  me,  and  they  tell  me  jest  as  little  as  ever 
they  can.” 

“We  better  pull  out,”  said  Harry.  “We  have  left  noth¬ 
ing  of  any  value  behind  us.  Why  go  back  to  Bagwell  at 
all?” 

This  was  true.  The  Bradys’  principal  belongings  were 
concealed  in  a  locker  in  the  automobile. 

“We  don’t  have  to,”  said  the  old  detective.  “To  be 
sure,  it  will  cost  us  our  supper,  but  that’s  nothing.  Boy, 
do  you  know  any  place  we  could  tie  up  for  the  night?  It 
need  not  be  near  here.  We  can  run  fast  in  this  machine 
of  ours.  Even  if  it’s  twenty  or  thirty  miles  away  it  will  be 
all  right.” 

“I  know  a  cave  back  in  the  mountain  near  our  new 
place,”  replied  Andy.  “On’y  thing  is  thar’s  wild  niggers 
around  tliar.” 

As  yet  the  all  important  question  where  Boyd  Dullen 
had  moved  to  had  not  been  put  to  Andy.  Harry  was  hold¬ 
ing  that  back. 

“Is  it  on  the  road  to  Dusenberg?”  he  asked. 

Andy  declared  that  it  was,  and  that  the  entrance  was 
big  enough  to  run  the  auto  right  into. 

He  thought  the  distance  was  something  like  twenty 
miles,  and  he  further  said  that  the  moonshiners  never  vis¬ 
ited  the  cave  on  account  of  the  “wild  niggers.” 

“Come,  jump  in,  Andy,”  said  Harry,  then.  “To  your 
cave  we  go,  and  we’ll  talk  about  the  wild  niggers  on  the 
way.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  AT  THE  CAVE. 

Andy’s  mouth  was  as  wide  open  as  his  eyes  as  the  car 
went  tearing  along  the  road. 

“Cracky!”  he  cried.  “I’ve  seed  these  hyar  things  go 
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afore,  but  1  never  rud  in  one.  Never  would  have  believed 
they  could  go  so  durned  fast.” 

‘‘They  are  great  institutions,  Andy,”  said  Alice,  “but 
tell  us  about  these  wild  people  of  yours.  I  am  dying  of 
curiosity  to  learn  more  about  them.” 

•“Waal,  miss,  I  dunno  so  awful  much  about  ’em.  Yer 
see,  Mount  Topping’s  an  awful  big  mountain.  Thar  hain’t 
no  man,  1  specs,  what  knows  hit  all.  I  know  thar’s  places 
into  hit  what  even  Boyd  Dullen  an’  his  bunch  hain’t  never 
went  tew,  an’  in  some  of  them  places  wild  niggers  live. 
They’re  people  wot  runned  away  in  slavery  times  an’  don’t 
never  come  out.  I’ve  beared  tell  that  they  believe  niggers 
is  held  slaves  yet,  an’  so  they  be  in  some  places,  an’  that 
hain't  no  dream.  Boyd  Dullen’s  got  three  himself.  He 
don’t  never  pay  them  nawthin,  an’  he  makes  ’em  work  all 
the  time.  What’s  that  but  bein’  held  slaves?” 

“There  is  certainly  very  little  difference,”  said  Alice. 
“Did  you  ever  see  any  of  these  people?” 

“Yes,  ma’am,  I’ve  seed  a  few  of  ’em.  They  dress  in  old 
bags  in  the  winter  time.  In  the  summer  they  don't  wear 
much  of  any  clothes.  I’m  awful  skeart  of  ’em,  and  alius 
git  out  of  their  way  quick’s  ever  I  can.  I’ve  seed  their 
huts  from  the  top  of  the  mountain,  tew.  Thar’s  a  hull 
nest  of  ’em  what  lives  back  in  Coon  Hollow ;  that’s  in  back 
of  this  hyar  cave  what  I’m  takin’  you  tew.  They  say  thar’s 
a  way  of  gittin’  tew  hit  from  the  cave,  but  I  dunno  whether 
hit’s  trew  or  not.” 

“How  I  should  like  to  visit  them  in  their  native  wilds!” 
declared  Alice. 

“Waal,  I  don’t  think  yer  would,  then,  miss,”  replied 
Andy.  “Beggin’  yer  pardon  for  sayin’  hit,  but  yew  jest 
doan  know  what  yer  talkin’  about.” 

“You’re  right,  Andy,”  said  Harry,  and  Alice  laughed. 

They  began  the  ascent  of  the  mountain  now.  They  were 
following  a  different  road  from  the  one  by  which  they  had 
come  from  Dusenberg. 

“Andy,”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  “do  you  know  Buck 
Masters  ?” 

“Suah.” 

“You  knew  that  he  pretended  to  sell  out  Boyd  Dullen  to 
me,  and  then  deceived  me?” 

“Suah !  They  were  all  a-laffin  at  yer,  boss,  an’  I  tell 
yer  one  thing,  Dullen  will  suah  kill  yew  if  he  ever  gits  the 
chanst.” 

“I  don’t  doubt  it.  Harry,  I  think  the  time  has  come.” 

“So  do  I,”  replied  Harry.  “Now,  Andy,  I’m  going  to 
ask  you  something.  You  remember  what  you  said  about 
doing  anything  I  wanted  when  I  shot  the  dog?” 

“I  suah  dew,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“And  you  meant  it?” 

“I  suah  did.” 

“You  know  what  we  want  most.  You  have  heard  enough 
talk  about  us  to  tell  you  that?” 

“Yes,  I  know,  Mr.  Brady.  Yew  want  me  to  tell  you 
wliar  Boyd  Dullen’s  went  and  put  up  his  still.” 

“That’s  it.  Are  you  going  to  do  it?” 

“No,  Mr.  Brady,  I  jest  kean’t  do  it.  I  swore  with  the 
rest  of  ’em  I  never  would,  an’  I  dassen’t  break  my  oath, 
but  Ise  ben  a-thinkin’  erbout  it,  an’  I  tell  yer  what  I  will 
dew.  I’ll  take  yer  thar  and  p'int  out  the  place,  but  I  won’t 
say  never  a  word.” 


“Satisfied,  governor?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady;  “let  the  boy  serve  us 
in  his  own  way.” 

It  was  certainly  a  triumph,  and  the  Bradys  were  highly 
satisfied  with  the  result  of  Harry’s  discovery. 

The  twenty  miles  were  quickly  covered,  and  at  last  far 
up  on  the  side  of  the  mountain  Andy  showed  them  where 
they  were  to  turn  off  into  a  deep  glen. 

Here  the  ground  was  as  level  as  a  floor  and  the  tree3 
wide  apart. 

It  was,  as  he  had  said,  easy  to  run  the  car  in  between 
them.  The  glen  ended  in  front  of  a  towering  cliff  abso¬ 
lutely  perpendicular,  in  the  face  of  which  was  a  big  opening 
forming  a  natural  arch. 

It  was  the  bed  of  some  ancient  underground  stream, 
and  it  was  also  what  Andy  had  called  the  “Niggers’  Cave.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  his  watch. 

“Just  nine  o’clock,”  he  remarked.  “Time  for  my  ap¬ 
pointment  with  Barney  the  bootlegger.  I  am  sorry  to  dis¬ 
appoint  the  gentleman,  but  there  will  be  no  show  to-night. 
Andy,  just  what  did  they  mean  to  do  with  me?” 

“Do,  boss!  Why,  they  were  ergwinter  kill  ver,  that’s 
all.” 

“Indeed !  And  that  would  have  been  quite  enough. 
Well,  well !  This  is  a  queer  world.  I  wonder  how  they  ever 
got  wise  to  us?  That’s  what’s  bothering  me.” 

“I  guess  they  just  jumped  at  it  and  sent  some  one  ahead 
to  Bagwell  to  tell  Mayor  Butters  to  look  out  for  us,”  replied 
Harry,  and  probably  it  was  so.  At  all  events,  the  Bradys 
never  definitely  knew. 

Harry  ran  the  car  directly  into  the  cave,  which  even 
there  in  front  would  have  served  as  a  garage  for  a  hundred. 

“It’s  a  wonder  no  moonshiner  ever  took  this  place  to  put 
up  his  still,”  remarked  Alice. 

“Too  public,  miss,”  replied  Andy.  “This  wouldn't  suit 
’em  nohow.  I  wisht  I  could  git  ye  some  grub.  If  a  b’ar 
would  only  come  along  now.” 

“No  one  will  accommodate  us,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
“so  we  shall  have  to  make  the  best  of  it.” 

“And  no  show  for  breakfast,  either,”  sighed  Harry. 
“That’s  the  worst.” 

es,  there  is,”  said  Andy.  “Yew’ll  git  yer  breakfast, 
don’t  yew  fear.” 

“What’s  your  scheme,  Andv?” 

“Never  yew  mind  my  scheme.  I  hain’t  ergwinter  sav 
nuffin  about  hit,  but  yew'll  git  your  breakfast  all  right,” 
persisted  the  boy,  so  Harry,  seeing  that  he  had  something 
up  his  sleeve  that  he  did  not  want  to  give  out,  let  him 
alone. 

They  sat  around  for  a  while  listening  to  Andy’s  stories 
of  the  ways  of  the  moonshiners,  but  without  learning  much 
that  they  did  not  know  before. 

At  last  the  boy  curled  himself  up  and  went  to  sleep  on 
the  sandy  floor  of  the  cave. 

Alice  soon  after  retired  to  the  car.  where  she  proposed  to 
put  in  the  night. 

Lighting  fresh  cigars,  the  Bradys  paced  up  and  down 
in  front  of  the  cave  until  after  ten.  when  the  old  detective 
lay  down  on  blankets  with  which  they  were  amply  pro¬ 
vided.  It  was  to  be  Harry’s  watch  until  two  o’clock,  at 
which  time  Old  Kin£  Brady  was  to  be  called. 
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Just  before  two,  while  Harry  stood  outside  in  the  moon- 
l'S  u,  Andy  suddenly  put  in  an  appearance. 

"Im  going  to  get  the  breakfast  now,  Mr.  Brady,”  he 

said. 

“Ha!”  exclaimed  Harry.  "And  suppose  you  don't  come 
back  again,  what  shall  I  think?” 

“That  I'm  either  dead  or  tied  up,  and  you  can  bank  on 
hit's  being  one  of  the  two.” 

“Andy,  we  are  close  to  Boyd  Dnllen’s  new  plant,  and 
that's  where  you're  going?” 

“I  don't  deny  it.  Yew  can  come  along  if  yew  wanter.” 

“No;  it's  almost  time  to  turn  in.  I  need  sleep.  Besides, 
I  don't  care  to  leave  my  partners.  There  iriay  be  dangers 
here  that  we  know  nothing  of.” 

“Thar's  always  danger  for  any  detective  in  these  yere 
mountains  while  Boyd  Dullen  is  around.” 

"I  can  well  believe  it.  Take  care  of  yourself,  Andy.  I 
hate  to  think  of  you  stealing  on  our  account,  and  I  suppose 
that's  what  vou  are  going  to  do.” 

“If  you  can  call  it  stealing;  I  say  I’m  entitled  to  my 
share  of  the  grub  after  all  I've  done  for  them  and  all  they 
have  done  to  me.” 

He  left  then,  and  soon  afterward  Harry  awoke  Old  King 
Brady,  who  remained  on  the  watch  until  dawn,  up  to  which 
time  Andy  had  not  returned. 

“Alice  certainly  sleeps  soundly,”  thought  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “I  dislike  to  disturb  her,  but  it  is  time  she  was  up.” 

The  hood  of  the  car  was  up,  and  Harry  had  hung  a 
blanket  before  it,  thus  making  a  sort  of  room  for  Alice. 

Old  King  Brady  went  to  the  car  and  called  her  in  a  low 
voice  several  times,  for  he  did  not  want  to  disturb  Harry. 

There  was  no  answer. 

“What  can  it  mean?”  thought  the  old  detective.  “She 
usually  wakes  at  the  first  word.’’ 

He  pulled  aside  the  blanket,  but  it  was  only  to  find  the 
interior  vacant. 

Alice’s  hat  hung  on  a  hook  provided  for  this  purpose, 
and  her  wraps  were  there,  but  Alice  herself  had  vanished. 

Old  King  Brady  was  greatly  alarmed. 

He  had  been  outside  in  the  glen  walking  in  the  moon¬ 
light  most  of  the  time  of  his  watch. 

Still  at  no  time  was  he  so  far  away  from  the  cave  that 
he  could  not  have  heard  Alice  call  if  she  had  done  so,  and, 
as  it  was,  he  had  heard  no  sound. 

“Should  he  wake  Harry?”  he  asked  himself. 

He  could  see  no  use  in  so  doing. 

“She  may  have  started  back  into  the  cave  with  her  flash¬ 
light,  thinking  to  explore  it  a  bit,”  he  thought. 

He  lighted  one  of  the  big  auto  lamps  and  started  to  look 
into  this,  quickly  making  a  discovery  which  filled  him  with 

alarm. 

There  was  no  sign  of  Alice’s  dainty  footprints,  but  foot¬ 
prints  there  were  just  the  same,  big  ones,  and  prints  of 

naked  feet  at  that. 

They  were  far  too  big  to  be  Andy’s. 

They  were  in  two  lines,  coming  and  going.  They  were 
around  where  Harry  was  lying,  and  from  there  they  went 
to  the  car,  while  from  the  car  pointing  in  the  opposite  di¬ 
rection  they  extended  back  into  the  recesses  of  the  cave. 

Thoughts  of  the  wild  blacks  came  to  Old  King  Brady’s 
mind,  of  court*. 


He  got  down  and  examined  the  retreating  footprints 
closely. 

There  was  no  doubt  of  it.  These  returning  footprints 
were  far  more  deeply  impressed  upon  the  sand  than  the 
coming  ones. 

“The  man  who  made  this  trail  carried  a  heavy  load,” 
muttered  the  old  detective.  “He  must  have  had  Alice  in 
his  arms.” 

He  was  in  despair,  but  his  condition  of  mind  was  not  to 
be  compared  with  Harry’s,  who  is  deeply  in  love  with  Alice, 
and  practically  engaged  to  her. 

Disturbed  by  the  movements  of  his  chief,’ Young  King 
Brady  now  awoke,  and  the  old  detective  broke  the  startling 
news,  blaming  himself  for  it  all. 

“Come,  come,”  said  Harry  after  his  first  exclamations 
had  been  uttered,  “don't  blame  yourself  too  much,  gov¬ 
ernor.  It  is  just  as  likely  to  have  occurred  earlier  in  the 
evening  while  1  was  on  the  watch  as  later.  Let  11s  follow 
up  the  trail.” 

Thev  at  once  started  to  do  this. 

«/ 

The  cave  in  its  outward  proportions  extended  in  under 
the  mountain  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  then  began 
to  narrow  until  it  became  a  mere  passage  between  two  tow¬ 
ering  walls  of  rock,  which  lost  themselves  in  the  gloom 
overhead. 

Here  the  sandy  character  of  the  floor  ceased  to  exi  3t 
It  was  just  rock. 

They  pushed  on  for  another  quarter  of  a  mile,  following 
many  turnings  of  the  passage  until  at  last  all  unexpectedly 
they  came  out  upon  a  broad  shelf  which  overlooked  a  deep 
and  densely  wooded  depression  quite  circular  in  form. 

It  was  bevond  all  doubt  the  crater  of  some  ancient  vol- 
cano. 

In  space  it  covered  many  hundred  acres. 

No  break  was  to  be  seen  in  the  forest — it  was  just  green 
treetops  everywhere ;  but  the  strangest  part  of  it  was  that 
there  existed  no  apparent  way  of  getting  down  into  it  from 
the  shelf  on  which  the  Bradys  stood,  and  from  which  to  the 
treetops  below  was  as  much  as  five  hundred  feet. 

“We  have  lost  the  trail  altogether,”  replied  Harry.  “He 
never  took  her  this  way,  that’s  sure.” 

“Never!”  replied  the  eld  detective. 

They  looked  at  each  other  in  painful  silence. 

“If  Andy  spoke  the  truth  there  can  be  no  question  that 
the  man  was  one  of  the  wild  blacks,”  said  Harry,  at  length. 

“None,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“It  locks  like  a  colored  man’s  splay  foot.” 

“It  certainly  does.” 

“This  is  a  miserable  business,  governor.  What  shall 
we  ever  do?” 

"Return  and  watch  out  everywhere  for  some  secret  way 
out  of  that  passage,  Harry.  It  is  the  only  thing  to  do.” 

They  did  it  then,  but  nothing  came  of  it. 

When  they  finally  entered  the  cave  they  were  no  wiser 
than  they  had  been  before. 

The  light  of  a  fire  on  ahead  of  them  told  the  Bradys 
that  Andy  had  probably  returned,  and  they  hurried  to  the 
front  to  find  that  it  was  so. 

He  had  brought  a  big  bag  of  provisions  with  him  and, 
having  built  a  fire,  the  boy  was  now  broiling  a  chicken. 
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which  he  had  split  up  the  back  and  spitted  on  a  sharp 
stick. 

“So  you  are  hack,”  said  Harry,  quietly. 

“Vos,  T  was  longer  than  1  meant  to  be,”  replied  Andy. 
“They  had  a  guard  out.  1  hadder  watch  my  chance;  he 
went  to  sleep  at  last.  Whar's  the  lady?  I  was  surprised  to 
find  vou  all  gone  when  I  came  in.” 

V  ^  t 

“Andy,  we  arc  in  a  lot  of  trouble,”  said  Harry.  “Look 
here!” 

He  showed  the  boy  the  footprints  and  told  him  that 
Alice  had  disappeared. 

i  * 

“Hit’s  the  wild  niggers,  suah!”  cried  Andy.  “I  doan 
want  to  discourage  yew,  Mr.  Brady,  but  yew  won’t  never 
see  her  alive  ag’in.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 


IN  COON  HOLLOW. 


Alice  is  not  a  particularly  sound  sleeper,  but  being  very 
tired  that  night,  once  she  got  asleep,  which  was  not  for 
some  time,  her  slumber  was  profound. 

She  was  half  reclining  on  the  back  seat  of  the  car  with 
her  head  leaned  back  and  a  pillow  braced  behind  it  sleeping 
peacefully,  when  suddenly  she  was  awakened  by  feeling  a 
pair  of  arms  suddenly  thrown  about  her,  and  a  hoarse  voice 
hissed  in  her  ear : 

“Doan  vo’  holler,  now,  missy,  lease  ef  yo’  do  Ise  gwinter 
choke  de  life  out  of  yer.” 

She  could  feel  the  man’s  hot  breath  against  her  cheek. 

One  arm  was  now  wound  about  her  neck,  the  other  en¬ 
circled  her  waist. 

Somehow — she  hardly  knew  how — she  was  dragged  from 
the  car,  and  then  by  the  light  of  the  dying  fire  which  Harry 
had  been  feeding  from  time  to  time  during  the  night,  she 
found  that  she  was  in  the  clutches  of  a  giant  negro  dressed 
in  shirt  and  trousers  only. 

He  held  her  close,  and  with  the  hand  of  the  arm  which 
encircled  her  neck  covering  her  mouth,  ran  with  great 
swiftness  hack  into  the  cave. 

His  strength  must  have  been  enormous,  for  he  made  no 
more  of  Alice’s  weight  than  if  she  had  been  a  baby. 

Now,  this  was  the  time  that  Alice  exerted  a  woman’s 
privilege  and  fainted,  something  which  she  is  very  seldom 
known  to  do. 

When  she  came  to  herself  she  was  lying  on  the  rocky 
floor  at  the  entrance  of  the  narrow  passage,  to  be  discov¬ 
ered  by  the  Bradys  later,  but  she  could  see  nothing;  it  was 
absolutely  dark.  * 

“Ise  hyar,  missy!”  spoke  the  voice  of  her  enemy  out  of 
the  darkness.  “Doan  you  stir  or  Ise* gwinter  kill  yer,  dat 
am  suah.” 

Well  had  he  chosen  his  time. 

It  was  just  after  Andy’s  departure,  and  after  Old  King 
Brady  was  awakened  by  Harry.  At  the  moment  of  Alice’s 
capture  both  detectives  stood  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

She  heard  him  moving  about,  hut  she  made  no  answer, 
for  a  deadly  terror  which  brought  weakness  with  it  had 
now  seized  her.  For  the  moment  Alice  almost  felt  that 
her  heart  must  cease  to  beat. 


He  began  striking  something,  and  sparks  flew.  It  was 
an  old-fashioned  flint  and  steel.  With  this  he  succeeded  in 
lighting  a  fuse,  and  as  it  blazed  up  he  applied  the  fire  to  a 

pine  knot  and  then  blew  out  the  fuse. 

It  made  a  perfect  torch,  and  now  for  the  first  time  Alice 

was  able  to  get  a  look  at  her  captor. 

He  was  the  blackest  and  most  repulsive  looking  colored 

man  she  had  ever  laid  eyes  on. 

Fie  must  have  been  well  on  in  years,  for  his  wool  was 
quite  gray ;  his  face  was  a  mass  of  wrinkles  and  was  cov¬ 
ered  all  over  with  great  warts ;  in  addition  he  was  terribly 
hunchbacked  and  his  arms  were  of  abnormal  length. 
Taken  altogether,  he  looked  like  some  huge  gorilla  fresh 

from  its  native  wilds. 

“Yah,  yah,  yah  !  pretty  missy!”  he  chuckled.  Dis  am 
de  time  Ise  gwinter  git  mah  revenge  on  Mars  Dullen.  He 
killed  five  ob  mah  people  las’  week.  Ise  got  one  ob  his 
women  folks  now7,  an’  a  mighty  purty  one.  A  ah,  yah,  Vah  ! 
Ise  gwinter  gib  yo’  to  de  King  of  Coon  Hollow  !  Hit  s  high 
time  he  was  married  ag’in.  He  shall  hab  a  purty  white 
wife.  We’ll  see  how  Mars’  Dullen  like  dat  ’ar !  A" ah! 
yah!  yah !  Dis  am  certainly  great.” 

As  he  rattled  off  all  this  he  kept  twisting  his  face  into  a 
thousand  knots ;  his  eyes  Mashed,  he  showed  his  yellow 
fangs  of  teeth  with  every  other  w7ord. 

Alice  would  have  indeed  been  blind  if  she  had  not  read 
the  truth  as  he  stood,  there  waving  the  torch  and  gab¬ 
bling. 

The  man  was  certainly  insane. 

“Look!”  she  said.  “You  are  making  one  big  mistake.  I 
am  nothing  to  Boyd  Dullen.  I  don’t  even  know  the  man.” 

“AV  lie!  Yo’  lie!  ATo’  lie!”  he  cried.  “I  know'  better. 
How  yo’  come  dar  in  dat  kerridge  what  hain't  got  no 
hosses  ef  yo’s  nuffin  to  him  ?  Who  else  am  rich  ernuff  to 
hab  all  de.  fine  fixins  he  w7ant  ?  I  know  yo’ now.  AM' suah 
b’long  to  his  people.  Mars’  Dullen  he  am  de  richest  man 
on  yeth.  But  git !  Walk  ahead  or  Ise  gwinter  blow  yer  to 
bits.” 

He  reached  out  and  produced  an  old  rifle  from  some  con¬ 
cealment  there,  motioning  to  Alice  to  advance,  along  the 
passage. 

She  obeyed  with  little  idea  where  she  was. 

What  she  dreaded  wTas  to  have  to  listen  to  this  creature's 
insane  prattle,  which  drove  her  half  wild,  but  from  this  she 
was  quickly  relieved,  and  in  a  peculiar  way. 

They  did  not  go  through  to  the  shelf. 

Reaching  a  certain  point,  the  hunchback  pulled  away 
a  slab  of  stone  from  the  wall  on  the  right. 

To  this  an  iron  ring  wras  fastened  on  the  inside  and  a 
rope  running  through  another  set  in  the  wall  was  attached 
to  it. 

This  was  the  turn-off  which  the  Bradys  looked  for  but 
failed  to  find. 

After  they  were  through  the  black  pulled  on  the  rope 
and  the  slab  of  rock  slid  back  into  place. 

All  this  time  he  rattled  on  about  Dullen  and  his  re¬ 
venge. 

Much  that  he  said  Alice  could  make  nothin?  of.  His 
speech  was  most  peculiarly  accented.  The  attempt  which 
w7e  have  made  to  reproduce  it  is  only  a  partial  success. 

They  now  proceeded  by  a  passage  still  narrow,  and  ab- 
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rupr’v  declining  until  they  came  into  another  cave,  the 
hunchback  talking  all  the  while. 

But  no  sooner  had  they  entered  it  than  he  suddenly 
stopped,  clutched  Alice's  arm  and  whispered  in  a  fright¬ 
ened  tone : 

‘‘Doan  vo'  see  her  !  Doan  to’  see  her  !  Thar  she  stands  ! 
Mali  black  queen !” 

He  pointed  to  his  left  side  and  turned  his  eyes  that.  way. 

“She  am  a  spirit !”  he  continued.  “A  buful  black  spirit. 
Doan  vo'  see  her,  missy?  Doan  yo’  see  her,  Ah  say?” 

“Yes,  yes,  T  see  hqr,”  replied  Alice,  willing  to  humor 
him.  ‘‘Lovely!” 

“Hark!  She's  a-talkin’  to  me!”  he  cried.  Hush! 
Listen!  Wha’  dat  yo’  say,  honey?  Ah  talks  too  much  wiv 
mail  mout?  Youse  right.  Ah  suah  do.  All'll  listen, 
honey.  All'll  be  good.  Ah  won’t  gab  no  mo’.” 

And  lie  was  as  good  as  his  word. 

Presently  muttering,  “now  she’s  gone,”  lie  subsided, 
and  from  that  on  remained  silent  except  to  speak  when  it 
became  necessary. 

They  advanced  for  a  long  distance.  The  cave  seemed 
interminable. 

Alice,  grown  calmer  now,  had  time  to  think. 

There  was  no  doubt  that  she  was  being  taken  to  a  settle¬ 
ment  of  the  so-called  wild  blacks,  she  thought,  and  she  in¬ 
wardly  wondered  if  they  were  going  to  prove  any  worse 
than  the  wild  whites  whom  the  Bradys  were  then  hunting. 
She  took  the  liberty  of  doubting  it. 

Perhaps,  after  all,  they  might  not  harm  her,  she  said 
to  herself,  and  she  tried  to  make  herself  believe  it. 

At  last  they  emerged  from  the  cave. 

The  gray  of  dawn  was  just  appearing  in  the  east. 

Alice  found  herself  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep,  wooded  hol¬ 
low,  a  perfect  circle,  the  tops  of  the  surrounding  hills  be 
ing  about  on  a  level. 

The  scene  would  have  been  beautiful  from  its  very  wild¬ 
ness,  but  Alice  was  in  no  mood  to  admire  its  beauties  now. 

They  stopped  at  a  spring,  where  the  black  had  a  tin  cup 
hidden,  and  there  had  a  drink  of  pure,  sparkling  water, 
which  refreshed  Alice  greatly,  and  then  moved  again  across 
the  level  floor  of  this  great  depression,  following  a  well- 
defined  path,  until  suddenly  at  about  sunrise  they  emerged 
into  a  clearing  where  there  were  ten  log  cabins  but  little 
inferior  to  dwellings  of  white  families  which  Alice  had  seen 
in  these  mountains. 

Dogs  came  barking  towards  them,  but  it  was  only  in 
welcome,  and  their  clatter  brought  an  old  negress  to  the 
door  of  one  of  the  huts. 

“Why,  Cudjo!”  she  cried.  “Yo’  crazy  ape!  Who  yo’ 
got  dar?  Why  for  yo’  done  brung  dat  ’ar  white  gal  hyar?” 

She  seemed  at  once  surprised  and  alarmed. 

From  other  huts  women  now  looked  out. 

The  men  of  Coon  Hollow  must  have  been  late  sleepers. 
None  appeared. 

“Look.  Mammy  Liza!”  cried  Cudjo.  “Dis  am  one  oh 
Mars’  Dullen’s  gals.  Mah  honey  black  queen  hab  put  her 
into  mah  hands.  Troo  her,  so  she  done  tole  me,  we  shall 
git  our  revenge.” 

“You  crazy  fool!”  screamed  the  woman.  “Isn’t  it 
eno  igh  dat  dat  ’ar  wicked  wretch  done  kill  five  oh  our 

&*ODle  vrifout  yere?  Wha’  he  do  now'?  Say,  wha’  he  do1 


now?  He  come  down  hyar  wiv  all  his  moonshiners  an’ 
kill  ebery  one  oh  us.  Oh,  I  tell  yo’,  Cudjo  Hannibal,  he 
kill  yo’  fo'  dis.  Speak,  missy !  Be  yo’  Boyd  Dullen’s 
darter?  Nebber  seen  his  gals,  but  I  tort  dey  wuz  all  older 
dan  yo’  must  be.” 

Meanwhile,  Cudjo  sneaked  away  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who,  having  thought  he  had  done  a  good  thing,  suddenly 
discovers  that  it  is  just  the  other  way. 

Alice  advanced  to  Mammy  Liza  and  the  other  women 
who  came  crowding  around,  saying  as  she  did  so : 

“It  is  all  a  mistake.  I  am  nothing  to  Boyd  Dullen.  I 
don’t  even  know  the  man.  With  two  gentlemen,  who  are 
my  dear  friend*,  I  stopped  for  the  night  in  a  big  cave. 
That  man  caught  me  in  my  sleep  and  brought  me  *?re; 
but,  as  you  say,  he’s  certainly  crazy,  so  we  must  not  be  too 
hard  on  him.” 

“Is  dat  so!”  cried  Mammy  Liza.  “Hit  am  bad  fo’  yo’, 
missy,  to  hab  seen  de  road  to  dis  yere  place.  Hyar  we  uns 
lib  in  peace,  an’  we  doan  wan’  no  white  folks,  dat  am  suah. 
Ah  doan  know  what' Hannibal  will  say,  but  hit  will  s’prise 
me  ef  lie  lets  yo’  go  out  of  hyar,  an’  dat's  de  trufe.” 

“Who  is  Hannibal?  asked  Alice,  calmly. 

“Missy,  we  call  him  our  king,”  was  the  reply.  “We  lib 
by  ourselves,  an’  we  doan  wanter  lib  no  other  way.  Ef 
de  white  folks  ketches  us  dey  make  slabes  of  us,  an’  we  doan 
want  dat  'ar.  Had  enuff  ob  it  in  de  ole  davs.” 

“But  there  are  no  slaves  now.” 

“Hain't  dar  ?  Dat’s  whar  yo’  doan  know  de  trufe.  Lots 
ob  ’em  in  dese  yere  mountains.  Dey  doan  call  hit  dat,  but 
’mounts  to  de  same  t’ing.  We  doan  want  none  ob  it.” 

While  talking,  Alice  was  taking  everything  in. 

Every  hut  had  its  little  garden  patch.  What  with  these, 
and  the  game,  of  which  there  was  plenty  in  the  mountains, 
Alice  could  not  doubt  that  they  lived  well  enough  here. 

As  to  them  dressing  in  old  bags,  this  was  true  of  Cudjo, 
for  of  such  material  his  clothes  were  certainly  made,  but 
the  women  were  dressed  after  the  usual  style  of  colored 
people  in  the  country. 

“What  am  I  to. do?  Where  am  I  to  go?”  Alice  asked. 
“All  I  want  to  do  is  to  get  away  from  here.  Your  secrets 
are  safe  enough  with  me.” 

“We  hain't  got  no  secrets  on’y  de  way  into  Coon  Hol¬ 
ler,”  replied  the  woman,  “and  likely  enulf  Boyd  Dullen 
knows  dat  already,  although  he  hain’t  never  ben  in  hyar 
yit.  But  come  in,  missy,  an’  set  down.  Ise  a  lone  woman, 
so  yo’  bes’  off  in  mah  house,  but  bress  yo’  pretty  face,  I 
doan  t’ink  no  one  in  Coon  Holler  would  harm  ver  even  if 

t*-  :  •  • 

yer  be  white.” 

Alice  then  followed  the  old  woman  into  the  hut.  None 
of  the  others  had  spoken  a  word. 

Silence  in  the  presence  of  whites  was  one  of  the  pe¬ 
culiarities  of  these  people. 

Indeed,  as  Alice  learned  afterwards,  several  of  the 
younger  of  these  same  women  had  never  seen  a  white  face 
till  they  saw  hers  that  morning,  strange  as  it  may  seem. 

The  interior  of  Mammy  Liza’s  hut  was  but  rudely  fur¬ 
nished,  and  most  of  its  furnishings  seemed  to  be  home¬ 
made. 

Finding  that  Alice  was  hungry,  she  cooked  her  some  eggs 
and  gave  her  corn  bred. 

Butter  there  was  none.  There  were  no  cows  in  the  hoi- 
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low  the  woman  informed  Alice,  but  they  had  goats  and 
sheep,  hogs  and  fowls. 

Alice  did  her  be^t  to  make  friends  with  the  woman,  and 
she  promised  her  a  liberal  reward  if  she  would  help  her  to 
rejoin  her  friends. 

“ I\ can’t  do  nuffin  ’bout  it,”  declared  Mammy  Liza.  “All 
depends  ’pon  do  king.  When  he  gits  up  he  send  fo’  yer,  \ 
specs.  Den  yo'  kin  tell  yer  own  story.  Dar  hain’t  no  tollin’ 
what  he'll  do.  Youse  came  at  a  bad  time,  fo’  dem  moon¬ 
shiners  has  jes'  killed  five  ob  our  people  jes’  to  suit  dem- 
selves.  Our  men  folks  am  wery  bitter.  Dat’s  wha’  sticks 
in  Cud  jo's  crop,  po’  crazy  fool.” 

“How  did  it  happen?”  asked  Alice.  “Tell  me  about  it, 
Mammy  Liza.  I  should  think  your  people  might  feel  bit¬ 
ter.  Who  were  killed  ?  Men  or  women  ?” 

“All  men,  honey.  Listen  an’  I'll  tell  yer,  den  yo’ll  see 
what  we  uns  hev  to  stan’  an’  why  we  like  to  lib  here  by  our¬ 
selves.” 

And  Mammy  Liza  sat  down  on  the  doorstep  and  pre¬ 
pared  to  begin  her  tale. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

CP  AGAINST  THE  KING  OF  THE  MOONSHINERS. 

Long  experience  and  many  adventures  have  made  the 
Bradys  more  patient  under  such  trouble  as  they  now  found 
themselves  in  than  most  people  would  be. 

They  ate  Andy’s  breakfast  of  chicken,  eggs  and  cold 
corn  bread  almost  in  silence. 

“Aridv,”  said  Harry  at  last,  “you  know  that  country 
better  than  we  do.  Is  there  any  way  of  getting  into  Coon 
Hollow?  If  there  is,  it  is  up’to  you  to  tell  us,  even  if  it  is 
one  of  the  things  you've  sworn  not  to  tell.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know  any  way.  If  I  did  I’d  tell  yew  to 
wunst,”  the  boy  assured  him. 

“Does  Boyd  Dullen  know  a  way?” 

“I  don’t  think  so.  He  never  was  in  thar.  I’ve  heard 
him  say  so  many  a  time;  but  there’s  a  way.  There’s  three 
or  fo'  settlements  down  thar,  and  the  niggers  they  do  come 
out,  that’s  sartin.  Tell  you  something  else,  though.  Afore 
we  went  to  the  new  cave  there  was  niggers  livin’  into  it. 
They  weren’t  alius  the  same  ones.  They  knowed  the  way. 
They  uster  go  in  an’  out  an’  take  stuff  into  them  as  never 
come  out.  When  things  got  hot  for  us  after  Dullen  shot 
up  Dusenberg  an'  he  made  up  his  mind  to  quit  the  old 
cave,  hit  was  a  toss-up  whether  he  would  come  hyar  or  go 
whar  he  did  went.  When  he  decided  on  that  he  and  a 
bunch  of  them  went  in  thar  one  night  to  clean  the  niggers 
out.  They  found  five  and  shot  ’em  all.  So  you  see,  boss, 
the  wild  ones  can’t  feel  very  pleasant  erhout  his  hunch. 
Ef  yew  could  git  next  to  them  they’d  help  you  git  Dullen 
in  a  hurry.” 

“We  must  get  Miss  Montgomery  first  before  we  think  of 
anything  else,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  rising. 

He  had  no  patience  with  such  work,  not  even  enough  to 
be  willing  to  talk  about  it. 

“Come,  Harry,”  he  said.  “Let’s  go  over  that  ground 
once  again.  We  just  must  find  a  way  down  into  that  hol¬ 
low.” 


It  was  easy  to  say  this,  hut  they  did  not  succeed,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  great  care  they  put  into  their  work. 

Andy  went  with  them,  and  the  mountain  boy  seemed 
as  badly  disappointed  as  the  Bradys  themselves. 

“Let's  go  on  with  our  work,”  said  Old  King  Brady  at 
last. 

Harry  silently  assented. 

“Lead  us  to  your  still,  Andy,”  added  Old  King  Brady. 
“That  is  if  it  is  safe  to  do  so  bv  davlight.” 

“Safe  enough  the  way  I’m  going  to  take  you,”  replied 
Andy.  “Follow  me.” 

They  left  the  cave  and  returned  on  their  tracks  along 
the  road  for  about  half  a  mile,  when  Brady  struck  into  the 
woods  and  led  them  up  a  steep  ascent  on  their  right. 

It  was  rough  climbing — just  a  broken  mass  of  rock. 

At  last  they  emerged  upon  a  bare  ledge  and  found  that 
they  were  at  the  top  of  this  particular  peak. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Andy  in  a  low  voice,  “}’ou  uns  doan 
want  to  do  any  talking.  We  are  right  on  top  of  the  cave 
now.  Dew  as  I  dew  an’  you  may  ketch  onto  something. 
Then  while  youse  watchin’  Ise  gwine  back  a  piece  to  see 
ef  vew  can  get  a  look  down  into  Coon  Holler  from  hvar, 
for  I  think  yer  can.” 

He  advanced  to  the  edge  of  the  ledge  and  lay  down,  flat, 
peering  over. 

The  Bradys  followed  his  example. 

About  a  hundred  feet  below  them  they  could  see  a  simi¬ 
lar  ledge  from  which  extended  a  rough  road  down  the 
mountain,  or,  rather,  doAvn  this  particular  rise. 

Still  further  down  they  could  see  the  road  along  which 
they' had  come. 

With  a  gesture  Andy  indicated  that  the  cave  opened  off 
from  this  lower  ledge. 

They  listened  and  presently  could  hear  voices,  but  they 
could  not  make  out  words. 

Then  it  was  the  sound  of  barrels,  being  rolled  about. 

A  little  later  some  one  began  to  play  the  fiddle. 

“That’s  Zeke  Pine,”  whispered  Andy.  “He's  alius 
a-fiddlin’  every  chanst  he  gits.” 

Suddenly  he  drew  back,  and  the  Bradys  just  as  quickly 
pulled  in  their  heads,  for  two  men  had  come  out  on  the 
ledge. 

“The  big  one  is  Dullen,”  breathed  Andy.  “Gee!  What 
wouldn’t  he  dew  ef  he  on’y  knowed  I  was  up  hyar  with 
yew!” 

“Listen!”  said  Harry. 

“Ya’as,”  spoke  a  voice.  “I  reckon  by  this  time  hit's  all 
up  with  that  air  lot.  A  good  run.  To-morrer  we’ll  stow 
hit  in  the  carboys  an’  jest  ez  soon  ez  ever  the  wagon  comes 
up  we’ll  start  it  down  again.” 

“That’s  Dullen,”  whispered  Andy.  “That's  yer  man.” 

“Wonder  ef  Ike  an’  the  mayor  got  the  Bradys  l*?t 
night?”  a  different  voice  asked. 

“Hope  so.  Kean’t  tell.” 

“Butters  is  a  slick  one.  Reckon  he  won't  make  no  miss 
on  it.  Blame  them  Bradys!  Ef  we’d  on’y  got  'em  that 
night.” 

“I  believe  Buck  tipped  ’em  off  arter  all." 

“No  he  didn't,  Zeke.  Yer  wrong  thar.  I've  got  Buck 
whar  he  dussent  squirm  an'  doan  you  forget  it.  But  come, 
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!e  s  go  back.  I've  got  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air  now  an’ 
That's  all  1  wanted.” 

The  voices  ceased,  and  presently  the  rolling  of  barrels 
began  again. 

"What  are  those,  barrels?  I  thought  you  were  using 
carboys  principally?”  whispered  Harry. 

"So  we  be,  replied  Andy.  "Them’s  old  bar’ls  brung 
from  the  other  place.  They’ll  be  out  of  carboys  when  this 
next  load  is  shipped.  He  means  to  bar’l  the  stuff  he’s 
a-makin’  now  and  run  it  into  carboys  later  on.  They  come 
high,  yew  know.  He’s  expectin’  a  load  of  returns  soon.” 

"Does  Mayor  Butters  attend  to  all  Dullen's  business?” 
asked  Old  King  Bradv. 

“Sure,”  replied  Andy,  innocently.  “He’s  straight.  He’s 
Dullen’s  partner.  Has  be’n  this  long  time.  Shall  I  go 
now  an’  see  ef  I  can  get  a  squint  down  into  Coon  Hollow?” 

“I  wish  you  would,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “and  you 
go  with  him,  Harry.  I’ll  keep  on  the  watch  and  listen 
here.” 

But  Harry  refused  to  leave  his  chief. 

“It  was  a  time  when  they  ought  not  to  be  separated,” 
he  declared. 

"Hit’s  all  right.  I  don’t  know  it  up  hvar  so  awful 
well,”  declared  Andy,  "but  I’m  used  to  the  woods  an’ 
won’t  lose  my  way.  I  won’t  be  long  gone  neither,  for  I’m 
kinder  worried  about  you  uns  myself.” 

He  hurried  away,  and  the  Bradys  resumed  their  watch. 

"I’m  afraid  you  have  undertaken  a  big  contract  with 
that  boy,  governor,”  remarked  Harry.  "Don’t  you  think 
you  were  just  a  bit  hasty  in  offering  to  take  him  to  New 
York?” 


"No,  I  don’t.  I’ll  tell  you  how  it  is.  I  should  most 
awfully  hate  to  have  to  report  failure  to  the  Secret  Service 
Bureau  in  this  case.  It  looked  yesterday  as  if  I  might 
have  to.  Along  comes  this  boy,  and  it  does  look  now  as  if 
he  was  going  to  be  able  to  help  us  out  of  our  difficulty.  If 
so,  I  owe  him  a  substantial  return.  .Money  would  only 
get  him  into  trouble,  but  if  I  can  pull  him  out  of  these 
surroundings  and  help  him  to  got  some  little  education  and 
to  make  a  man  of  himself,  I  shall  have  done  him  a  real 
service — don’t  you  see?” 

"It  is  certainly  very  kind  of  you  to  look  at  it  that  way. 
Hark!  I  hear  voices  below  us  again.” 

It  was  two  others  of  the  gang  come  out  of  the  hot  still- 
room  to  get  the  fresh  air. 

Soon  they  returned  inside,  and  they  had  scarcely  done 
so  when  a  cry  rang  out. 

The  voice  was  Andy’s.  The  words  were : 

"Help!  Save  me!  I’m  ketehed  by  wild  niggers!” 

"Botheration!”  muttered  Old  King  Brady,  springing 


up. 

"It’s  to  be  hoped  the  moonshiners  didn’t  hear  him,” 
muttered  Harry,  as  they  hurried  back  over  the  ridge. 

The  Bradys  very  speedily  realized  that  they  had  under¬ 
taken  a  big  contract. 

Not  a  sound  had  they  heard  since  the  cry,  save  what  they 
were  making  themselves,  and  there  was  all  too  much  of 
that,  for  the  woods  were  very  dense  and  there  were  rocks 
and  dead  brandies  everywhere. 

They  soon  realized  that  they  were  making  no  headway. 

They  had  come  into  a  stretch  of  woods  now  where  the 
tree*  were  so  tall  that  they  could  no  longer  see  the  sun. 


"We  better  get  our  bearings,  Harry,”  declared  the  old 
detective.  "Get  out  your  compass.  First  thing  you  know 
tve  shall  find  ourselves  lost.” 

Harry  felt  in  his  vest  pocket  and  then  gave  an  exclam¬ 
ation  of  disgust. 

"What’s  the  matter  now?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

"The  matter  is,”  replied  Harry,  “that  I  have  left  the 
compass  in  my  dress-suit  case  which  1  left  behind  at  the 
Bagwell  House.  I  suppose  you  don’t  happen  to  have  one, 

or  you  wouldn’t  have  asked  for  mine.” 

v  * 

“No;  by  accident  mine  was  left  in  New  York.” 

“Wo  must  go  by  the  sun.”  ' 

"Where  is  the  sun?  The  trees  are  so  thick  that  I  can’t 
locate  it  exactly.  The  sky  clouds  it,  too.” 

"Well,  well,  then  we  must  take  the  back  track,  anyway. 
We  can  do  nothing-  for  the  boy.  We  must  look  out  for 
ourselves.  Next  we  know  we  shall  be  lost.” 

They  were  lost  already. 

They  walked  and  walked,  but  could  not  even  ffnd  their 
way  down  the  mountain.  The  tall  pines  were  all  alike, 
and  they  soon  began  to  realize  that  they  were  following  the 
usual  course  of  people  in  such  a  fix  and  going  around  in 
a  circle. 

Having  determined  this,  Old  King  Brady  took  the  mat¬ 
ter  in  hand  and  after  awhile  they  c-arne  to  the  slope,  but 
whether  it  was  on  the  side  they  came  up  or  the  other,  they 
could  not  tell. 

"We  must  get  down  to  the  road  just  as  quickly  as  pos¬ 
sible,”  declaied  Old  King  Bradv.  “If  we  can  make  the 
cave  and  ffnd  the  car  undisturbed  I’m  for  heading  for 
Dusenberg,  bringing  up  the  posse  and - ” 

“And  making  another  cyclone  raid.” 

"Exactly  so;  and  this  time  it  will  be  a  cyclone.  I  don’t 
despair  of  getting  in  our  work  to-night.” 

By  common  consent  they  had  ceased  to  mention  Alice. 
The  subject  was  too  painful  to  be  discussed. 

They  had  not  gone  far  before  they  came  upon  a  preci¬ 
pice  and  could  advance  no  farther. 

They  could  now  see  the  sun  and  knew  that  they  ought 
to  head  west,  for  there  lay  the  road  to  the  cave. 

It  was  a  necessity  anyway,  for  to  the  east  rose  a  tower¬ 
ing  cliff.  Unless  they  returned  to  the  ridge  there  was 
but  the  one  way  to  go. 

They  were  on  the  other  side  of  the  ridge  had  they  but 
known  it,  and  the  track  they  were  following  ended  at  the 
very  ledge  from  which  opened  the  moonshiner’s  cave. 

Soon  the  Bradys  came  to  a  rise  of  great  rocks,  the  rough¬ 
est  sort  of  trail. 

"This  is  all  wrong,”  declared  Harry. 

"It  certainly  is,”  replied  the  old  detective.  "We  were 
never  here  before,  but  we  are  out  from  among  the  trees  at 
last,  thank  goodness.  Let’s  climb  up  these  rocks  and  see 
how  the  case  stands.” 

They  climbed  on  and  had  almost  reached  the  top  when 
a  roughly-dressed  man  suddenly  made  his  appearance  in  a 
little  gap  ahead  of  them. 

"Gee  whiz!  it’s  them  Bradys!”  he  yelled,  and  ducked 
down  out  of  sight. 

"A  moonshiner!”  gasped  Harry. 

"Evidently,”  replied  the  old  detective.  "We  have  run 
upon  their  still. ” 
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“We  must  take  the  back  track.” 

“1  see  nothing  else  for  it.  Bad  business.  I —  All!” 

Down  over  the  rocks  something  came  bounding. 

“Look  out!”  cried  Harry,  and  just  in  time  to  avoid 
being  bowled  out  by  a  whiskey  cask.  Old  King  Brady 
clutched  the  rocks  and  pulled  himself  aside. 

Three  of  the  moonshiners  were  rolling  casks  down  the 
hill. 

“Kill  the  snoozer!  Kill  ’em!”  one  yelled. 

Three  more  casks  quickly  followed. 

The  moonshiners  seemed  to  be  provided  with  an  inex¬ 
haustible  supply. 

Yet  they  made  no  move  to  follow  the  casks. 

The  Bradys  hurriedly  retreated  down  over  the  rocks, 
as  this  was  the  only  thing  to  do. 

Now  certainly  the  moonshiners  must  have  known  this, 
and  doubtless  they  intended  nothing  else. 

Other  casks  followed. 

Twice  Old  King  Brady  narrowly  escaped  being  hit,  and 
once  Harry  actually  was  hit,  but  in  such  a  way  that  not 
much  harm  was  done. 

They  had  now  almost  regained  the  comparatively  level 
stretch  over  which  they  had  been  travelling  when,  just 
as  they  were  making  the  last  turn,  they  ran  into  a  bunch 
of  five  armed  moonshiners. 

One  was  Boyd  Dullen  himself. 

Although  the  Bradys  had  never  actually  seen  the  man 
except  in  that  momentary  glimpse  when  they  looked  down 
upon  him  from  above,  they  recognized  him  from  a  photo¬ 
graph  which  in  some  way  the  Secret  Service  people  had 

obtained. 

“Old  Kino-  Bracly,  I  believe!”  drawled  the  old  fellow, 
sarcastically.  “Let  me  introduce  myself.  This  yere  is  one 
of  them  great  occasions  when  two  monarchs  meet.  I’m 
ther  King  of  ther  Moonshiners!  You  are  the  King  of  De¬ 
tectives!” 

And  as  this  was  drawled  out,  five  long  double-barrelled 
guns  were  leveled  at  the  Bradys’  heads. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

HIS  MAJESTY  TTIE  KING. 

It  was  a  peculiar  thing  as  Alice  viewed  it  that  no  one 
came  near  Mammy  Liza’s  hut  after  she  went  inside. 

The  truth  was  the  old  woman,  who  had  formerly  been 
a  slave,  was  reckoned  as  a  sort  of  prophetess  among  these 

people. 

She  had  made  it  plain  by  a  certain  sign  that  she  de¬ 
sired  to  be  left  alone  with  her  unlooked-for  guest,  and  her 
wishes  were  respected. 

“Hit’s  like  this,  missy,”  she  began.  “Yo’  kin  see  fo’ 
yerself  that  we  uns  kean’t  never  sliet  ourselves  in  this  yere 
holler  completely.  Tain’t  to  be  expected.  They’s  things 
we  mus’  have  that  we  kean’t  git  hyar,  an’  somebody’s  gotter 
tote  ’em  in  to  us.  Then  we  make  baskets  an'  gather  skins 
an’  other  things  which  we  trade  fer  what  we  need.  Thar’s 
more’n  the  one  way  inter  Coon  Holler  an’  at  the  end  of 
one  on  ’em  lies  another  cave  which  we  made  a  sorter  half¬ 
way  house.  Hyar  some  on  us  went  an’  met  other  niggers 


from  de  outside  and  done  our  tradin’.  Thar  was  ttkY 
alius  somebody  a-stoppin’  in  that  ar  cave.  Well,  Boyd 
Dullen,  he  had  had  his  still  in  another  cave  and  they  my 
detectives  coined  aider  him.  He’d  seen  the  nigger  cave, 
as  it  was  called,  and  he  decided  it  would  be  a  good  place 
for  his  crooked  business  and  to  move  thar  wiv  his  stills 
an’  his  old  rum  bar’ls,  so  what  he  do  but  swoop  down  on 
dis  yere  cave  one  night  an’  shot  every  nigger  he  found 
dar  ’cept  one  who  ’scaped.  Five  all  told  wuz  killed,  three 
of  ourn  and  two  outsiders,  relatives  of  ourn,  so  ’twas  jest 
ther  same  as  ef  he’d  killed  five  of  ourn.  Now  den,  you  Joe! 
What  yo’  wan’?  Tough t  I’d  made  it  plain  dat  I  wanted 
everybuddy  to  keep  away  from  hyar  till  ther  king  was 
ready  to  see  dis  yere  white  gal.  Hey?” 

“Mammy  Liza,  de  king  am  ready,  now,”  replied  the 
boy,  who  had  approached.  “He  say  yo’  mus’  brung  her 
over  quick.” 

The  old  woman  arose. 

“Yo’ll  hev  to  go,”  she  said.  “Now  yo’ll  know  yer  fate. 
Speak  him  fair,  missy,  speak  him  fair.  He  am  an’  ole 
man  now  an’  mighty  cranky,  but  him’s  got  a  kin’  heart 
an’  what  he  cloan  know  hain’t*  worth  knowin’.  Why,  he  kin 
read  a  book  jcs’  as  well  ez  ever  yo’  kin,  an’  doan  yo’  forget 
it.  Folly  me.” 

Alice  followed  her  out  of  the  hut. 

‘  Save  themselves  and  the  boy,  Joe,  there  was  no  one  in 
sight. 

Dogs  barked,  lanky  pigs  ran  about  and  chickens  flew 
as  they  walked  among  the  huts. 

Turning  around  one  of  the  larger  ones,  Alice  saw  a 
raised  platform  of  logs  built  around  an  immense  tree  of 
of  a  species  with  which  she  was  not  familiar. 

There  was  no  roof,  the  spreading  branches  of  the  tree 
served  as  that. 

The  platform  was  crowded  with  men  and  children. 

Some  of  the  men  wore  clothing  made  of  old  bagging, 

O  CC  O' 

but  none  of  the  women  did;  others  of  the  men  were  de¬ 
cently  dressed. 

Seated  in  a  large  rustic  chair  which  was  placed  with  its 
back  against  the  oak,  was  a  tall,  well-built  man  with  snow- 
white  hair  which  was  almost  straight. 

His  features  were  decided] v  handsome;  his  color  a  dark 
brown. 

On  his  head  he  wore  a-gilded  circlet,  evidently  intended 
to  represent  a  crown,  while  in  his  left  hand  he  held  a 
thick  staff  of  some  highly  polished  wood,  upon  which  two 
intertwined  snakes  were  rudely  carved. 

He  sat  bolt  upright  and  quite  motionless,  looking  like 
an  ebony  statue. 

This  was  the  head  man  of  all  the  settlements  in  the  old 
crater. 

The  whites  knew  little  of  him,  for  he  never  went  out  of 
the  enclosure,  but  the  colored  people  for  miles  around,  as 
the  Bradys  learned  later,  knew  him  as  Hannibal,  the  King 
of  Coon  Hollow.  He  was  a  man  respected  by  all  of  them 
and  by  many  he  was  greatly  feared. 

At  his  feet  sat  or  rather  crouched  the  crazy  Cudjo. 

The  king’s  subjects  stood  around  in  whatever  fashion 
pleased  them  best,  and  as  nearly  all  were  talking-  cer¬ 
tainly  all  the  women  seemed  to  be — the  din  was  tremen¬ 
dous. 

As  Mummy  Lizu  led  Alice  upon  the  platform,  the  km* 
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$:nitk  three  times  upon  a  little  table  with  Iris  snake  staff 

Or  scepter. 


Silence  instantly  followed. 

Mammy  Liza  led  Alice  up  in  front  of  the  king',  and  then 
ret i eating  behind  her,  remained  standing. 

hor  fully  live  minutes  Hannibal  sat  silent  with  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  Alice. 

It  was  a  trying  ordeal. 

v  C 

k  or  a  moment  or  so  she  returned  his  glance  steadily 
and  then  her  eyes  dropped. 

So  silent  was  the  assembly  that  you  could  have  heard 
a  pin  drop. 


At  last  the  king  spoke,  and  to  Alice’s  surprise,  it  was  in 
the  French  language,  perfectly  pronounced. 

He  asked  her  if  she  could  speak  French. 

“I  can,  your  majesty,”  replied  Alice,  in  that  language. 

“Then  we  will  talk  in  French,”  he  continued.  “I  do 
not  want  my  people  to  understand  what  we  are  saying. 
YTiat  is  your  name?” 

‘‘'Alice  Montgomery.” 

“Where  are  you  from?” 

“New  York  City.” 

“Ah!  I  have  been  there,  but  it  is  many  years  ago  when 
I  was  steward  of  the  Haytian  steamer,  Cherokee.  I  sup¬ 
pose  the  city  is  much  changed.”  . 

“Greatly  changed.  You  would  not  know  it  now.” 

He  raised  his  scepter  and  looked  over  the  assemblage. 

“It  is  as  I  suppose,  my  people!”  he  cried  in  English. 
“This  lady  has  been  sent  to  us  by  heaven  for  a  purpose. 
She  speaks  the  sacred  language  which  is  not  for  you  to 
know.  I  will  converse  with  her  further  and  you  shall  be 
told  the  result.” 

“Poor  ignorant  creatures,”  he  added  in  French.  “Yet  I 
should  not  pity  them,  Miss  Montgomery,  for  they  find 
happiness  in  this  peaceful  valley  which  could  not  be  theirs 
elsewhere.  I  am  sorry  for  your  sake  for  what  has  occurred. 
It  was  the  work  of  a  lunatic  actuated  by  a  spirit  of  re¬ 
venge  and  I  am  proud  to  say  it  is  something  which  has 
never  happened  before  and  which  I  trust  may  never  occur 
again.  Has  Mammy  Liza  explained  to  you  the  outrage 
which  has  been  perpetrated  on  my  people  by  that  man  of 

blood,  known  as  Bovd  Dullen?” 

'  %> 

“She  has,  your  majesty,  and  you  may  be  very  sure  I  am 
not  in  sympathy  with  any  such  dreadful  business.  On 
the  contrary  I  am  one  of  a  firm  of  detectives  sent  here 
by  the  government  to  try  to  capture  Dullen.  My  partners 
are  the  two  Bradys.  I  presume  you  have  never  heard  of 
them,  but  they  are  quite  noted  people  in  their  way.” 

“No,  I  have  never  heard  of  them.  I  have  been  here 
now  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  and  not  once  during  all  that 
time  have  I  left  the  valley.  I  am  dead  to  the  outside 


world.” 

“You  speak  like  an  educated  man.  May  I  ask  your 

name?” 

“You  would  not  be  any  better  off  were  I  to  tell  it,  and  1 
prefer  not  to.  Yes,  I  was  educated  in  Paris,  although  I 
am  a  Haytian  by  birth.  Accident  threw  me  among  these 
people.  The  independence  of  the  life  suited  me  and  here 
J  leave  remained.  Never  once  since  1  have  been  here  have 
ve  raised  our  hands  against  the  whites  in  spite  of  the  lies 
to  the  contrary  which  I  am  told  are  freely  circulated,  but 
fcow  v.e  propo-e  to  do  it  and  to  avenge  the  death  of  our 


comrades  on  these  moonshiners,  and  your  coming  is  the 
direct  cause  of  our  decision.” 

“May  I  ask  how?”  inquired  Alice. 

“Yes,  in  a  minute,”  he  replied,  and  once  more  waving 
his  staff  he  addressed  the  crowd  who  stood  regarding  them 
in  awe-stricken  silence. 

“Friends,”  he  said,  “I  find  that  it  is  as  the  good  spirit 
predicted.  This  lady  has  told  me  that  which  has  brought 
me  to  your  wishes.  To-night  we  will  descend  upon  the 
murderers  of  our  brothers  and  deal  with  them  as  they  have 
dealt  with  us.  Joe  Culpepper,  stand  forward.” 

A  big  giant  of  a  fellow  as  black  as  a  stove  stepped  for¬ 
ward. 

“To  you  is  given  the  charge  to  spy  out  the  land,”  sa:d 
the  king.  “Select  two  and  go  up  the  mountain  and  make 
sure  that  Dullen  and  his  fellow  murderers  are  still  in  our 
cave.  You  need  not  return.  I  will  advance  with  our 
full  force  and  meet  you  at  dusk  at  the  good  spring  and 
you  can  then  render  your  report.  Observe  all  caution  and 
fail  not.  Begone.” 

Again  he  turned  to  Alice,  and  said  in  French: 

“You  ask  how  you  are  the  cause  of  our  decision.  It  mn\ 
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he  that  I  can  make  you  understand,  but  I  doubt  it. 
have  a  religion  of  our  own  down  here.  We  believe  among 
other  things  that  there  are  those  among  us  who  possess  the 
spirit  of  prophecy.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  one  of  these 
told  us  on  the  night  after  the  slaughter  of  our  friends  that 
we  must  avenge  their  death  and  that  a  white  woman 
would  be  sent  to  us  who  would  lead  us  to  victory.  Clearly 
the  first  part  of  the  prophecy  has  been  fulfilled.” 

“Dear  me,  your  majesty,”  said  Alice,  “I  am  no  warrior 
to  lead  a  black  army  against  the  whites.  What  could  I 
do - ” 

“You  need  do  nothing,”  broke  in  the  king.  “Your  mere 
presence  with  us  is  enough.  It  will  give  my  people  cour¬ 
age;  it  will  result  in  putting  down  this  man  of  blood.” 

“It  will  result  in  putting  an  end  to  your  peace  in  this 
valley  I  am  afraid.” 

“I  do  not  so  much  fear  it.  I  know  what  I  know.  I  have 
my  spies  at  work  and  have  had  for  some  time.  Boyd 
Dullen  is  hated  and  feared  by  his  own  people.  They  will 
rejoice  in  his  death;  they  will  also  leave  this  section  where 
they  are  being  hunted  on  all  sides  by  revenue  detectives 
and  locate  elsewhere.  But,  my  dear  lady,  you  have  no 
alternative.  Accident  has  sent  you  to  me  at  a  time  when  I 
wanted  just  such  a  person  as  you,  and  I  shall  certainly 
make  the  most  of  my  opportunity.  I  do  not  know  that  I 
have  anything  further  to  say.  Mammy  Liza  will  see  to 
your  wants  until  the  time  comes  to  make  a  move.  No 
one  will  disturb  vou,  for  I  have  so  ordered.  I  am  glad  to 
have  met  you,  Miss  Montgomery.  It  is  the  first  time  in 
twenty-five  years  that  I  have  had  the  opportunity  of  speak¬ 
ing  with  an  educated  person.” 

He  turned  to  Mammy  Liza,  and  said  in  English: 

“Take  her  away  now  and  take  good  care  of  her.  She  is 
in  your  charge.” 

As  Alice  followed  the  woman,  a  wild  shout  went  up, 
which  continued. 

Looking  back,  she  saw  the  whole  assembly  dancing  in 
the  most  astonishing  fashion,  leaping  into  the  air,  waving 
tlieir  arms  and  shouting. 
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“Is  tliis  one  of  vour  religious  dances?”  she  asked  the 

J  C> 

old  woman. 

“Deed  hit  am,  missy,”  was  the  reply. 

“1  should  like  to  stay  and  see  them  dance.” 

‘No,  no,  missy.  Hus’  mind  de  king.  Not  fo’  yo’  to  see 
what  we  po’  niggers  do.  We  have  ways  ob  our  own. 
Come  right  ’longer  Mammy  Liza  now  an’  be  good.” 

They  returned  to  the  huts. 

For  fully  an  hour  the  wild  shouts  of  the  blacks  contin¬ 
ued  to  be  heard  and  then  the  people  began  to  move  about 
among  the  huts  again. 

Alice  was  sitting  in  an  old  rocking-chair  outside  under 
a  tree  where  every  one  could  see  her,  but  not  one  of  them 
even  turned  their  eyes  in  her  direction  as  they  passed. 

She  asked  Mammy  Liza  why  this  was,  and  the  old  ne- 
gress  with  a  laugh  replied : 

“Lawzee,  missy,  yo’  wouldn’t  understand  ef  I  telled  yer, 
so  whar’s  de  use?” 

“Try  me,”  said  Alice. 

“Well,  den  dey  doan  belieb  youse  a  human  critter.  Dey 
t’ink  ef  dey  stare  at  you  den  yo’ll  vanish.” 

Alice  laughed  and  felt  that  she  ought  feel  satisfied  to 
be  spared  from  curiosity  seekers  for  any  cause. 

The  day  wore  on  and  all  seemed  to  go  quietly  in  the 
village,  but  about  four  o’clock  a  stir  began  and  the  men 
commenced  to  gather. 

They  were  a  queer-looking  collection,  some  dressed  in 
their  old  bags,  others  in  gaily-colored,  cheap  calico  shirts 
and  trousers,  some  with  hats  and  more  without. 

Not  one  wore  shoes  and  stockings. 

A  few  had  guns,  perhaps  six  carried  fairly  modern  rifles, 
others  had  sickles,  pitchforks,  scythes,  and  even  pokers; 
others  still  carried  big  clubs.  Every  one  had  something 
in  the  way  of  arms. 

They  could  not  all  have  lived  in  that  particular  settle¬ 
ment,  for  Alice  counted  sixty  of  them  all  told. 

At  five  o’clock  precisely  by  Alice’s  watch  the  old  king 
appeared  clothed  in  an  antique  uniform  which  Alice  im¬ 
agined  he  might  have  worn  in  some  one  of  the  many  Hay- 
tian  revolutions  in  the  distant  past. 

He  wore  a  cocked  hat  with  a  white  feather,  had  a  belt 
buckled  about  him  which  supported  a  gold-handled  sword, 
and  above  the  belt  was  a  purple  sash. 

As  he  approached,  all  the  blacks  shouted: 

“Vive  la  Roi!” — long  live  the  king — which  no  doubt  he 
had  taught  them  to  say  in  French. 

A  boy  dressed  all  in  white  came  running  up  to  Alice 
and,  crossing  his  arms,  bowed  low  as  he  said : 

“Beauty!  Yo’  am  wanted  by  de  king!” 

“Go,”  said  Mammy  Liza,  “and  may  good  luck  go  with 
you.  I  haven’t  told  you  befo’,  missy,  ’kase  I  didn’t  like  to 
’pear  over  vengeful,  but  one  of  dem  po’  fellers  what  was 
shot  by  Boyd  Dullen  wuz  mah  on’y  son.” 

“Who  can  wonder  that  these  people  want  revenge?” 
Mice  asked  hereelf,  as  she  arose  and  followed  the  boy 
towards  the  king. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A_NDY  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

The  Bradys’  stock  seemed  to  have  reached  the  lowest 
ebb  when  they  found  themselves  confronted  by  Boyd  Dul¬ 
len  and  his  brother  moonshiners. 


What  to  do  they  did  not  know. 

To  resist  would  have  been  madness. 

They  expected  to  be  shot  down  in  their  tracks.  UothH 
felt  that  nothing  but  the  utmost  coolness  could  save  them. 

And  what  was  making  it  all  the  more  exasperating  was 
the  fact  that  there  among  them  was  the  traitor,  Buck  Mas¬ 
ters,  who  was  the  indirect  cause  of  it  all. 

“Ah,  Mr.  Dullen,  pleased  to  make  your  acquaintance,1 " 
said  the  old  detective,  quietly.  “Since  you  arc  the  King 
of  the  Moonshiners  I  really  must  complain  to  your  majesty 
of  your  subjects.  They  have  been  trying  to  bowl  us-  out 
with  whiskey  barrels,  but  as  }:ou  see,  they  have  not  suc¬ 
ceeded.” 

“Don’t  talk  to  me,  old  man,”  snarled  Dullen.  “I’m 
going  to  blow  the  top  of  your  head  off,  then  you  won’t 
mind  what’s  happened  to  your  shins.  Say  yer  prayers, 
both  of  you,  if  youse  dat  kin’,,  fo’  ez  suah  as  pigs  like 
little  apples  so  suah  youse  gwinter  die.” 

“Is  it  as  certain  as  that?  Well,  I  suppose  it  can’t  be 
helped  then,  and  we  must  take  it  as  it  comes.” 

Caw!  Caw!  Caw! 

Suddenly  three  black  crows,  flying  low,  swept  over  the 
moonshiners’  heads. 

“Ge*3  whiz,  Boyd!”  cried  one  of  the  superstitious  men, 
“this  yere  won’t  do.  That  ar’s  a  bad  sign.  Kea-n’t  shoot 
that  man  to-day  nohow.” 

“Bad  luck.  No!”  growled  Dullen.  “Yew  speak  the 
truth,  Zeke.  I  wouldn’t  kill  a  man  after  them  crows 
a-flyin’  over  my  head  befo’  sunrise  not  fo’  no  man’s  money. 
You’re  right  hit’s  a  bad  sign.  I  hain’t  forgot  Tom  Live- 
say.” 

“I  should  hope  not,”  replied  Zeke.  “He  done  it  an* 
vew  know  whar  he  landed.  ’Twon’t  dew,  Boyd.  ’Twon’t 
dew.  Better  be  on  the  safe  side.” 

“Heaven  bless  the  crows,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 
“Was  there  ever  such  a  close  shave  or  such  ridiculously 
superstitious  people?” 

Probably  both  detectives  showed  their  satisfaction  in 
their  faces,  for  Dullen  turned  angrily  on  them,  and  said: 

“Now'  looker  hyar,  yew’  tew,  don't  think  this  yere’s 
gwinter  get  yer  off  none.  Nothin’  kin  save  yer.  Hit  only 
prolongs  the  agony,  that’s  all.  To  the  right-about.  For¬ 
ward  march,  an  ef  yew  make  one  move  ’cept  what  I  tell 
yer  thar’ll  be  a  bullet  in  yer  back,  crows  or  no  crows.” 

“Hole  on,  hole  on,  Bo}*d!”  cried  Zeke,  “hain’t  }*er  for- 
gittin’  somethin’,  then?” 

“What?” 

“Their  guns.  Must  have  km.” 

“Right  yer  are.  Them  crows  has  knocked  everything 
out  of  my  head.  Hand  ’em  over,  you  Bradys.” 

It  was  a  case  of  must,  and  the  Bradys  handed  over  their 
revolvers. 

“Gee  whiz,  but  them  s  strange-lookin’  weapons,”  drawled 
Zeke.  “Never  seed  nawthm’  jest  like  ’em  before.  Try  a 
shot,  Boyd.” 

7  V 

Narry.  1  fire  no  gun.  Toddle  on,  you  tew*,  now.” 

dhe  Bradys  w*ere  marched  back  up  over  t lie  rocks,  and 
just  beyond  the  gap  they  came  to  the  so-called  nigger  cave 
where  Dullen  had  now  established  his  still. 

It  was  not  as  large  as  the  one  in  which  thev  had  passed 
the  night,  but  it  was  high  up  among  the  clilfs  and  quit® 
invisible  from  the  road. 
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;  It  was  quite  evident  to  Old  King  Brady  that  not  only 
as  the  place  very  secure,  but  from  its  situation  it  could 
be  defended  by  a  few  determined  men  against  a  force 
f  considerable  size. 

i  hey  were  marched  directly  through  the  stillroom  into 
n  inner  chamber,  where  they  were  bound  hand  and  foot 
nd  left  to  themselves  for  hours. 

Meanwhile  they  knew  by  the  sounds  that  the  work  in 
he  stillroom  was  going  right  on. 

At  last  the  arrival  of  a  team  was  heard,  after  which 
here  was  a  lot  of  talk,  although  the  Bradys  could  not  make 
ut  what  was  being  said. 

It  was  now  getting  late  in  the  afternoon.  The  place 
*as  insufferably  hot;  hungry,  thirsty,  their  limbs  all 
ramped  from  their  long  confinement,  the  Bradys  found 
hemselves  most  uncomfortable,  but  help  themselves  they 
ould  not.  Never  in  all  their  experience  had  the  detectives 
een  more  securely  tied. 

At  last  Boyd  Dullen  came  to  them  and  with  him  was 
he  man  Ike  Rudd}',  whom  Harry  had  seen  when  hiding 
i  the  woods  with  Andy. 

He  looked  the  detectives  over  with  a  malicious  grin. 
“M  aal,  say,”  he  drawled.  “When  yew  uns  give  Barney, 
he  Bootlegger,  the  slip,  yew  didn’t  save  yer  hides  artcr 
11,  hit  seems.  Which  one  of  yew  killed  mail  dawg?” 

“We  don’t  know  you  or  know  what  you  are  talking 
bout,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“ler  lie,  yer  dew!  Whar’s  that  boy  yer  stole  down  to 
lag  well?” 

“A  boy  asked  us  for  a  ride  and  we  brought  him  up 
ere,”  said  Harry.  “He  left  uy  long  ago.” 

“Did  he  say  what  his  name  was?”  asked  Dullen,  who 
?emed  to  believe  this. 

“Jack  is  what  he  called  himself,”  replied  Harry. 
Dullen  then  described  Andy. 

Harry  assured  him  that  Jack  was  quite  a  different-look- 

ig  person. 

“Mebbe  hit  warn’t  Andy,  artcr  all,  Ike,”  Dullen  said 

len. 

“Dunno,”  replied  Ike.  “I  believe  the  young  feller  is 

’in’.” 

“It  makes  mighty  little  difference  whether  he  is  or 
rhether  it  was  Andy,”  said  Dullen.  “I’m  on’y  too  glad 
')  git  rid  of  the  boy,  for  he  got  to  be  so  blamed  lazy  that 
e  warn’t  no  use  to  nobody;  but  sarves  yer  right  losing  yer 
awg,  Ike.  Yer  had  no  call  to  sic  him  onto  Andy.” 

“I  thought  he’d  stole  my  knife,”  said  Ike.  “Found 
;  afterwards,  though.” 

They  went  away  then,  Dullen  refusing  Old  King  Brady’s 
equost  for  a  drink  of  water,  saying: 

“Not  on  yer  life,  old  man.  The  more  yer  suffer  the 
etter  I’m  pleased.” 

“You  might  as  well  have  told  him  the  truth,  Harry,” 
ighed  the  old  detective,  after  they  had  gone.  “I’m  afraid 
t" s  all  up  with  us  anyhow,  and  as  for  Andy,  it  begins  to 
yjk  a=  though  it  was  all  up  with  him,  too.” 

He  said  Andy,  but  actually  he  was  thinking  of  Alice,  and 
Tarry  knew  it. 

.Seldom  had  Young  King  Brady  seen  his  partner  so 
horoi  ghly  depressed. 

B  ;ght  ciofted  in  at  laat. 


Zeke  Pine  looked  in  on  the  prisoners,  but  he  did  not 
speak. 

Soon  after  he  was  heard  fiddling  outside. 

It  was  just  after  the  music  started  that  the  Bradys  were 
suddenly  startled  by  hearing  light  footsteps  coming  along 
the  cave  from  the  other  end. 

“Who  can  that  be?”  whispered  Harry.  “I  am  certain 
nobody  has  passed  in.”  . 

“No,  no!  Dark  it  may  be,  but  I  should  have  heard 
them,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Can  he  be  Andy?” 

“He’s  right  on  us  now,  whoever  he  is.  There,  he  has 
come  to  those  barrels  and  run  into  them  in  the  dark.” 

Further  along  in  the  cave  were  a  number  of  empty 
whiskey  barrels.  In  fact,  there  were  so  many  of  them  that 
one  moving  about  in  the  dark  could  scarcely  avoid  tumb¬ 
ling  over  them. 

Whoever  the  person  was,  he  quickly  recovered  himself 
and  came  stealing  on. 

As  he  was  passing  the  detective,  whom  he  could  not  see 
and  of  whose  presence  lie  seemed  to  be  perfectly  unaware, 
Harry  whispered : 

“Who’s  mere?” 

The  footsteps  instantly  ceased. 

“Who  spoke?”  Andy’s  voice  breathed  at  last. 

“It  is  I,  Andy.  Young  King  Brady.” 

“Lawzee!  Have  they  got  yer,  then.-'” 

“That’s  what  they  have,  Andy.” 

“And  the  old  man?” 

“He’s  here,  too.  Did  you  get  away  from  the  wild  nig¬ 
gers,  then?” 

“Doan  wanter  git  away.  They’re  all  right.  I  was 
askeart  when  I  seen  ’em,  so  I  hollered,  but  they  re  all  right. 
Say,  I’ve  got  good  news  for  yew.” 

“ Miss  Montgomery?” 

“Yes.  She’s  all  right,  tew.” 

“Good  news  indeed,  boy,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But 
how  did  you  get  in  here?  What  can  you  do  to  get  us  out? 
We  are  tied  hand  and  foot.” 

“Me  yew?  If  I  had  a  knife  I’d  blame  soon  fix  that.  We 
mustn’t  talk.  Long’s  Zeke  keeps  a-fiddlin’  I  s’pose  we’re 
safe,  but  they  may  hear  us  ef  lie  stops.  I’ll  get  yer  out 
of  hyar  fust  an’  explain  afterwards.  Ef  yew  work  yer 
cards  right  you  ought  to  be  able  to  git  Boyd  Dullen  to¬ 
night.” 

Here  was  a  ray  of  hope  certainly. 

Equally  objecting  to  unnecessary  talk,  Old  King  Brady 
made  Andy  feel  in  one  of  his  pockets  where  a  knife  was 
found,  and  the  imprisoned  detectives  were  set  free. 

“I  came  in  hyar  to  find  out  how  many  of  ’em  there  were 
on  hand  to-night,”  whispered  Andy.  “I’ve  gotter  do  it, 
tew.  I’ll  have  to  take  a  peek.” 

“There  were  thirteen,  not  counting  your  friend  Ike 
Ruddy,  who  has  since  come,”  said  Harry.  “I  counted 
them.” 

“Ef  Ike’s  came,  then  Bill  Morley  muster  come  with 
him,”  said  Andy.  “Call  it  fifteen.  That’3  close  enough. 
Come  on.  We’ll  light  out  of  hyar.” 

“How  do  we  go?”  asked  Harry.  “Is  there  a  way  out  of 
the  cave  at  the  other  end?” 

“Sure  there  is,  an’  that’s  the  way  I  came  in.  Never 
knowed  about  it  till  I  was  showed,  though.  I —  Lawzee, 

hyar  they  cornel” 
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Hurried  footsteps  were  heard — a  lipcht  flashed. 

The  Bradys  and  Andy  made  for  the  barrels  and  crouched 
behind  them — it  was  all  they  could  do. 

The  next  instant  there  was  a  light  in  the  cave,  and 
Dullen’s  voice  shouted : 

“Gee  whiz!  They’re  gone!” 

“Gone!  They  can’t  be!”  cried  Zeke — the  fiddling  had 
now  ceased. 

“But  they  are,”  said  Dullen.  “They  must  have  got 
free  and  sneaked  past  us  while  we  were  outside  eating  sup¬ 
per;  but,  hang  me,  I  don’t  see  how  they  could.” 

“No,  nor  they  never  did!”  cried  Zeke.  “See,  their  cords 
has  been  cut  with  a  sharp  knife.  Boss,  thar’s  be’n  treach- 
erv  here  somewhars.  Burn  me,  ef  I  don’t  b’lieve  hit’s  that  j 
mean  skunk,  Buck  Masters.  He’s  gone  an’  sold  us  out 
again.” 

“Hain’t  he  outside  thar  now?” 

“No;  he  hain’t.  I  dunno  whar  he’s  went.” 

“Le’s  have. a  look.  Mebbe  they’ve  freed  themselves  some 
way  an’  are  hidin’  some’urs.” 

This  was  what  the  Bradys  and  Andy  had  been  fearing. 
They  were  up  against  it  now  and  expected  nothing  but  to 
be  discovered. 

Dullen  and  Zeke  looked  behind  some  of  the  barrels,  but 
they  did  not  take  in  all  of  them  and,  as  good  luck  would 
have  it,  the  ones  behind  which  the  listeners  were  crouching 

were  the  ones  they  missed. 

•  • 

At  last  they  went  away,  Dullen  remarking  that  it  must 
have  been  Buck  Masters,  and  breathing  all  kinds  of  threats 
against  the  man. 

o 

- 

No  sooner  were  they  gone  than  Andy  was  on  his  feet. 
“Now’s  our  time,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said.  “Have  yer  got 
that  thar  flashlight  of  yourn  yet?” 

“Yes.  here  it  is,  Andy,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but 
we  mustn’t  use  it  yet.  We  will  grope  our  way  until  we  are 
further  in.  Are  there  any  holes  to  fall  into?” 

“No,  Boss.  It  is  safe  enough  that  way.” 

They  crept  on  into  the  depths  of  the  cave. 

Presently  Old  King  Brady  produced  his  flashlight. 

The  space  had  now  narrowed  down  considerably. 

“Thar’s  a  turn  ahead  hyar,”  said  Andy.  “Wunst  we  get 
around  that  I  think  we’ll  be  safe.” 

They  were  around  it  in  a  minute  and  found  themselves 
up  against  a  wall  of  rock. 

“The  end  of  the  cave,”  said  Harry. 

“Not  by  no  means!”  chuckled  Andy.  “That’s  because 
yew  don't  know.  I  alius  thought  so;  so’d  everybody  else, 
but  we  wuz  all  wrong.  This  yere’s  the  nigger  cave,  and  the 
niggers  know  more  about  it  than  we  dew,  yew  bet.” 

“And  is  it  the  wild  niggers  we  are  going  up  against 
now,  Andy?”  Harry  asked. 

“That’s  what  hit  are,”  replied  Andy. 


“Have  you  seen  Miss  Montgomery?” 

“Yes,  I  have,”  said  Andy.  And  as  he  spoke,  they  hav¬ 
ing  reached  the  wall  which  formed  the  supposed  end  of  thej 
cave,  he  kicked  hard  on  it  three  times  also  giving  a  loWj 

whistle. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OLD  XING  READY  TAKES  COMMAND  OF  TIIE  BLACK  ARMY. 

Hannibal  I,  King  of  Coon  Hollow,  doffed  his  fancy 
chapeau  as  Alice  approached,  while  the  motley  band  be¬ 
hind  him  set  up  a  wild  shout  of  w  elcome. 

“Sing!  Sing!”  cried  Hannibal,  and  a  hymn  was  staited 
which  had  for  a  refrain,  “Praise  de  Lamb  of  Glory!”  which 

came  after  each  line. 

The  surrounding  hills  of  the  old  crater  fairly  rang  with 

it  .... '  1 

Each  one  seemed  trying  to  raise  his  voice  higher  than 
the  other,  and  as  little  attention  was  paid  to  either  time  or 
tune,  the  effect  may  be  imagined. 

Certainly  the  men  made  noise  enough  and  the  women 
joined  on  the  side. 

Three  verses  were  sung,  and  then  the  king,  unsheathing 
his  sword,  turned  and  faced  his  army. 

“Onward  to  victory!”  he  yelled,  and  resting  his  sword 
against  his  shoulder,  he  led  the  march. 

Alice,  by  his  order,  walked  by  his  side. 

Surely  no  such  army  was  ever  seen  outside  of  his  native 
Hayti. 

The  sun  was  now  getting  low  on  the  hilltops,  although 
it  would  remain  light  for  several  hours  yet. 

The  king  began  talking  to  Alice  in  French,  and  his  first 
remark  was  how  good  to  him  it  seemed  to  meet  someone 
who  could  speak  the  language. 

And  }Tou  speak  it  well,  Miss  Montgomery,”  he  added 
Have  we  far  to  go?”  she  asked. 

Yes,  it  is  several  miles,”  he  replied.  “As  much  as 
five.  I  don’t  know  how  I’m  going  to  stand  it  or  how 


u 


u 
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are.” 

“I’m  sure  I  can.” 

“And  I  must.  What  do  you  think  of  my  army?” 

“It  is  certainly  unique,  your  majesty.” 

He  laughed. 

“It’s  a  farce  to  your  eyes,  of  course,”  he  said,  “but  it 
means  much  to  them.  There  is  no  safety  for  us  of  Coon 
Hollow  while  Boyd  Dullen  and  his  gang  occupy  that  cave. 
Would  you  believe  it,  Miss  Montgomery,  I  actually  have 
been  a  general.  I  have  commanded  an  annv  of  fortv 

«r  w 

thousand  men.” 


“In  Havti?” 
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”Aes,  Tears  ago.  They  came  very  near  making  me 
president.  They  would  have  done  so  had  we  won.  Instead 
cf  that  we  lost  and  I  had  to  flv  for  my  life.  It  was  my 
third  experience.  To  return  meant  death.  I  wandered 
here,  and  as  it  suited  me,  here  I  have  been  ever  since. 
Little  did  I  expect  to  ever  find  myself  at  the  head  of  an 
army  again.” 

He  gave  a  throaty  chuckle  and  then  abruptly  changed 
the  subject  and  began  asking  Alice  about  the  detective 
business,  how  she  liked  it  and  what  she  possibly  could  do 
in  such  a  case  as  this  of  Boyd  Dullen. 

“Why,  it  looks  as  if  I  might  be  the  means  of  bringing 
the  case  to  a  successful  finish  through  your  help,”  said 
Alice,  when  that  question  came  up.  “What  we  want  is  to 
jail  Dullen  and  let  the  law  take  its  course.  He  will  surely 
be  executed  for  the  murder  of  Marshal  Pigeon,  but  I 
suppose  you  will  be  wanting  to  kill  him.” 

“Hot  so.  I  have  seen  enough  of  bloodshed  in  my  time,” 
returned  the  king.  “If  there  was  any  certainty  that  he 
would  be  found  guilty  I  should  be  for  turning  him  over  to 
your  Old  King  Brady,  but  how  can  I  know  that?” 

“You  can’t,  of  course,  and  we  can’t,  but  we  believe  it. 
The  people  of  Dusenberg,  where  he  will  be  tried,  are  feel¬ 
ing  bitter  against  him.” 

“Ho  more  bitter  than  my  people  feel,”  the  king  replied. 
“I  fear  it  would  be  beyond  my  power  to  prevent  them 
from  taking  their  revenge  upon  this  man.” 

Alice  was  sure  of  it  and  she  said  no  more. 

They  marched  on  and  on  until  they  came  to  a  part  of 
the  old  crater  quite  distant  from  where  Alice  had  been 
brought  in. 

Here  at  last  they  left  the  path  they  had  been  long  fol¬ 
lowing  in  Indian  file  and  struck  directly  into  the  woods. 

The  king  no  longer  led  now.  A  young  darky  went  in 
front  who  seemed  to  perfectly  know  where  he  was  going. 

At  last  they  came  to  the  foot  of  the  rise  and  a  halt  of 
nearly  an  hour  was  made  to  give  Old  Hannibal  a  change  to 
rest  before  starting  his  climb. 

This  once  begun,  the  old  fellow  was  able  to  stick  it  out 
till  they  gained  the  summit. 

The  last  few  hundred  feet  took  them  through  a  defile 
so  narrow  as  to  be  almost  impassable. 

Hannibal  told  Alice  that  as  far  as  they  knew  no  white 
men  had  ever  discovered  it. 

The  top  gained,  another  rest  followed. 

Then  they  pushed  on  until  they  reached  a  well  defined 
trail. 

At  the  place  where  they  emerged  a  spring  came  welling 
out  from  under  a  rock  and  here  they  found  Joe  and  two 
other  darkies  awaiting  them.  To  Alice’s  surprise,  Andy 

wo*  with  them. 


He  gazed  at  her  in  gratified  amazement.  He  seemed 
somewhat  frightened  at  her.  companions,  too. 

“Who  is  this  white  boy?”  demanded  Hannibal. 

“B’longs  to  Dullen,  yo’  majesty,”  replied  Joe.  “We 
ketched  him  in  the  woods.  Bust  off  we  wuz  gwinter  kill 
him  ’cause  we  knowed  he  belonged  to  Dullen’s  crowd,  but 
he  tells  us  he’s  Dullen’s  enemy  and  has  runned  away  from 
him  and  that  Dullen  killed  his  father  long  ago,  so  we’ve 
done  kep’  him  wiv  us  fo’  to  let  yo’  decide  what  we  orter 
do.” 

“I  know  the  boy,  your  majesty,”  put  in  Alice,  and  at 
the  king’s  request  she  told  what  she  knew. 

“It  is  all  right,”  declared  Hannibal  then.  “I  am  satis¬ 
fied  that  it  is  all  part  of  the  programme.  Joe,  how  many 
men  has  Dullen  with  him  to-night?” 

“We  couldn’t  find,  out,”  replied  Joe.  “We  saw  that 
the  moonshiners  was  stirred  up  about  something  and  was 
going  about  outside,  so  we  thought  we  would  stop  here  till 
after  dark  and  then  make  a  try  to  learn.” 

The  king  was  very  savage  about  this,  and  rated  Joe 
soundly. 

“Go  at  once,”  he  ordered,  “take  the  boy  with  you.  We 
will  await  your  return.” 

They  went,  but  they  never  entered  the  outer  cave. 

These  men  were  mortall}r  afraid  of  the  moonshiners. 
They  were  also  afraid  of  seeing  the  ghosts  of  their  mur¬ 
dered  friends  in  the  dark. 

In  short,  all  three  were  big  cowards,  and  Andy  was  sent 
in  to  incur  the  risk. 

We  know  what  come  of  it  and  now  at  Andy’s  signal 
a  stone  arranged  in  the  same  fashion  as  the  one  at  the 
other  cave  was  removed  and  the  Bradys  found  themselves 
facing  the  three  blacks. 

Although  Andy  had  not  yet  told  his  story,  they  expected 
something  of  the  sort. 

But  Joe  was  up  in  arms  on  the  instant. 

“Who  these  yere?”  he  demanded,  drawing  an  old-fash¬ 
ioned  horse-pistol.  “Moonshiners!  Boy,  you  go  bad!  I 
shoot.” 

“Hold  on!  Hold  on!”  cried  Andy,  even  as  he.  was  sav¬ 
ing  it.  “Them’s  the  Bradys!  They  are  friends  of  this 
lady.  They  are  after  Boyd  Dullen,  tew.  He  ketched  ’em 
and  had  ’em  tied  up  in  the  nigger  cave.  I  hadder  bring 
’em  along.” 

Further  explanations  followed. 

But  Joe  was  far  from  being  satisfied. 

“Dey  mils’  done  be  took  to  de  king,”  he  declared.  “Let 
him  ’cide  about  it.  Spec’s  I  gwinter  git  another  jawing 
now.” 

“And  who  do  you  mean  by  the  king?”  asked  the  old 
detective. 

“Dat,  sah,”  replied  Joe  solemnly,  “will  be  his  royal 
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Majesty  Hannibal  de  Fust,  King  ob  Coon  Holler.  Ef  vo’ 
liain’t  nebbers  heared  tell  ob  him  den  yer  eddication’s  be’n 
’glected.  But  come  along.  Yo’  two  walk  abeader  me. 
Youse  gotter  go." 

“  It’s  where  Miss  Montgomery  is,"  explained  Andy. 

This  was  enough  for  the  Bradys,  of  course,  and  they 
walked  on  ahead,  guided  from  time  to  time  by  a  word  from 
Joe  until  they  entered  the  king’s  camp. 

“What  a  mob!"  breathed  Harry,  as  they  drew  near. 
“Governor,  if  you  can  gain  the  confidence  of  this  same 
black  monarch  you  may  yet  be  able  to  pull  off  your  cyclone 
raid." 

The, king  was  furious  when  he  saw  them  coming,  as  he 
sat  on  a  stone  talking  with  Alice. 

“More  white  folks!"  he  cried.  “By  heavens,  that  rascal 
Joe  shall  feel  our  royal  vengeance!  Nowr  what  does  this 
mean?" 

“Wait,  your  majesty,  go  slow,"  interposed  Alice.  “Those 
are  my  partners,  the  Bradys." 

“Ha!"  cried  the  king.  “That’s  different.  But  what 
brings  them  here?" 

Harry  would  have  rushed  forward  to  greet  Alice  now, 
but  she  told  him  by  a  secret  sign  to  hold  back,  and  they 
came  up  slowly  and  stood  with  bared  heads  before  King 
Hannibal,  while  Joe  attempted  to  explain  their  presence. 

It  amazed  Harry  to  see  how  quickly  the  old  fellow 
caught  on. 

“Joe,  you  rascal,  you  never  went  into  the  cave!"  he  cried. 
“I  see  how  it  is!  You  sent  the  boy.  Is  it  not  so?” 

“There’s  fifteen  ob  Dullen’s  gang,"  said  Joe,  avoiding 
the  question. 

“I’ll  settle  with  you  later,"  retorted  the  king,  with  a 
frown.  “Stand  aside." 

He  then  arose,  and  Alice  presented  her  partners  at  court. 

Again  two  monarchs  met  down  there  in  those  North  Caro¬ 
lina  mountains. 

King  Hannibal  was  very  gracious. 

“I  have  heard  so  much  of  you  from  Miss  Montgomery 
that  is  indeed  a  very  great  pleasure,  Mr.  Brady,"  he 
said. 

“And  I  want  to  say  right  here  that  nothing  could  exceed 
the  attention  and  courtesy  His  Majesty  has  shown  me,"  put 
in  Alice.  “The  man  who  carried  me  off  was  a  poor,  crazy 
creature  and  even  he  did  me  no  harm." 

“Be  seated,  gentlemen,”  said  the  king,  whose  English 
when  he  chose  was  even  better  than  his  French.  “We  will 
discuss  this  situation.  Miss  Montgomery  tells  us  that  you 
are  after  Boyd  Dullen.  He  has  murdered  five  of  my  people 
and  to-night  we  propose  to  have  our  revenge.  We  will  tell 
you  the  whole  story  and  if  you  will  favor  us  with  your  ad¬ 
vice  we  shall  take  it  kindly.” 

He  then  began,  and  with  an  immense  display  of  dignity 


which  would  have  been  ludicrous  bad  he  not  been  so  deeply  j 
in  earnest,  explained  the  whole  situation. 

“Personally,  I  never  was  in  that  cave,”  he  went  on  to 
say,  “therefore  I  hardly  consider  myself  competent  to  lead  j 
this  expedition.  As  for  anyone  else  among  my  people  not¬ 
ing  as  leader,  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  Between  ourselves, 
Mr.  Brady,  they  are  but  a  timid  lot.  We  need  a  leader 
whose  leadership  will  protect  us  from  the  vengeance  of 
the  law,  for  you  know  what  it  means  for  colored  people 
to  attack  whites  in  this  section  as  well  as  I  do." 

“It  would  probably  mean  death  to  all  of  you  in  the  end,"  - 
replied  the  old  detective,  quietly. 

“It  would  surely  mean  death  to  some  of  us  and  trouble 
for  all,"  answered  the  king.  “Therefore  inasmuch  as  you 
are  a  United  States  officer - ’’ 

“You  would  like  me  to  lead  your  army  to-night?" 

“King  Brady,  you  have  said  it.  Will  you  do  it?" 

Harry  and  Alice  expected  to  hear  the  old  detective  in- 

stantlv  consent,  but  he  did  not. 

«/  * 

“That  depends,  your  majesty,”  he  quietly  replied. 

“Upon  what?"  asked  the  Icing. 

“The  conditions  I  would  make  are  for  your  majesty’s 
ear  alone.  I  must  ask  for  a  private  audience." 

The  king  looked  surprised  and  not  overpleased. 

“I  cannot  conceive  wrhat  you  mean,"  he  said.  “Are  not 
your  partners  in  your  confidence?" 

“Not  in  this  matter."  ] 

“Very  well.  Be  it  so." 

“Harry,  you  and  Alice  will  kindly  withdraw  and  leave 
me  with  his  majesty,"  the  old  detective  said. 

They  walked  away;  the  “army"  was  beyond  hearing. 
Old  King  Brady  and  the  King  of  Coon  Hollow  were  now 
alone. 

“What  in  the  world  do  you  suppose  he  has  up  his 
sleeve?"  questioned  Harry,  after  he  had  congratulated 
Alice  upon  her  narrow  escape. 

“I  fancy  that  with  his  usual  alertness  he  has  been  able 
to  size  the  king  up,"  replied  Alice. 

“Still  you  speak  in  riddles." 

“Why,  Harry,  the  old  man  is  as  vain  as  a  peacock;  while 
he  is  undoubtedly  a  person  of  education,  between  ourselves, 
he  is  certainly  weak-minded.  He  would  be  unlikely  in  the 
presence  of  witnessess  to  consent  to  anything  which  would 
detract  from  his  dignity.  I  fancy  Old  King  Brady  sees 
that  and  so  preferred  to  put  it  up  to  him  in  private." 

“I  hardly  care  what  he  does  if  we  can  only  get  that 
scoundrel,  Dullen.  I  don’t  know  when  I  have  put  in  such 
an  uncomfortable  day." 

“Ob.  I  think  we’ll  get  there.  Look  at  this  mob  and 
they  are  only  fifteen.  If  we  can  surprise  them  success  is 
sure." 

For  a  long  time  the  two  kings  conferred. 
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Ole!  King  Bradv  seemed  to  be  laying  down  the  law  to 
Hannibal,  for  lie  employed  more  gestures  than  usual,  but 
neither  raised  their  voices. 

Meanwhile  the  army  sat  around  and  lay  around  laugh¬ 
ing,  talking,  smoking,  and  generally  enjoying  themselves. 

At  last  it  was  over  and  the  king,  rising,  put  on  his 
cocked  hat  and  raised  his  sword. 

“Attention,  my  people!”  he  cried.  “I  have  resigned 
my  command  to  General  Brady,  the  king  of  the  detectives, 
for  reasons  which  seem  best  to  me.  I  shall  remain  here 
with  a  guard  of  two.  He  will  lead  you  to  victory.” 

There  were  many  sullen  looks  and  a  good  deal  of  mut¬ 
tering,  but  no  open  opposition  was  offered. 

“Well,  how  did  you  make  out?”  asked  Harry,  as  Old 
King  Brady  joined  them. 

“I  gained  my  point,”  replied  the  old  detective,  quietly. 

“And  we  get  Boyd  Dullen?” 

“We  get  Boyd  Dullen  if  we  can  get  away  with  him,  but 
his  majesty  assures  me  that  if  we  try  it  then  it  will  be  at 
the  risk  of  our  lives.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  CAPTURE  OF  THE  KING. 

“Where’s  that  boy?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  looking 

around. 

“Right  over  there,”  replied  Harry,  pointing  to  a  nearby 
tree  beneath  which  Andy  stood. 

The  old  detective  called  him,  and  said : 

“Look  here,  Andy,  you  know  all  about  the  ground 
around  the  nigger  cave?” 

“Every  inch  of  it,”  replied  Andy. 

“I  am  to  lead  these  people.  You  are  to  stick  close  to 
me  and  not  under  any  circumstances  leave  me,  for  I  shall 
want  your  services  as  a  guide  and  when  the  time  comes 
we  shall  have  to  move  quick.  Stand  back.” 

Andy  stepped  away,  and  Old  King  Brady  conferred 
hastily  with  his  partners. 

“A  very  risky  piece  of  business,”  Andy  overheard  Harry 
say,  but  beyond  this  he  got  no  inkling  as  to  the  subject  of 

their  talk. 

Meanwhile  the  king  had  been  moving  about  among  his 

At  last  he  came  forward  with  two  elderly  negroes,  and 

said : 

“King  Brady,  these  are  your  aids.  I  have  fully  in- 
strueted  them.  They  will  do  exactly  as  you  wish.” 

“All  right,  boys,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “There  is 
fifty  dollars  apiece  for  you  in  this  if  you  are  faithful. 

He  gave  them  the  cash  then. 
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He  then  called  the  king  aside,  and  Harry  out  of  the 
tail  of  his  eye  saw  him  slip  the  old  fellow  a  roll  of  bills. 

“The  governor  is  nothing  if  not  a  politician,”  he  whis¬ 
pered  to  Alice.  “I  wonder  what  it’s  all  about?” 

“Oh,  it’s  plain  enough,”  said  Alice;  “he  wants  to  get 
to  Dusenberg  with  Dullen  and  to  have  the  rest  escape.  He 
just  won’t  tell  us  any  more.” 

“I  suppose  that’s  it,”  replied  Harry,  “but  it’s  a  toss-up 
if  he  can  carry  it  through.” 

And  Old  King  Brady  now  took  charge  of  his  army. 

“Boys,”  he  said,  “I  am  going  to  say  a  few  words  to  you. 
You  have  suffered  much  at  the  hands  of  these  moonshiners, 
but  you  do  not  want  on  that  account  to  bring  trouble  on 
yourselves.  You  must  understand  that  in  the  eyes  of  the 
law  you  are  a  band  of  outlaws.  You  are  about  to  commit 
an  act  which  your  white  neighbors  will  not  stand  for.  If 
you  kill  these  men  at  the  cave  the  fact  will  surely  become 
known  and  the  whites  of  all  classes  will  combine,  move 
against  you  and  surely  clean  you  out  and  probably  kill 
many  of  you.  They  will  surely  kill  your  good  king  if  he 
shows  his  hand  in  tliis  and  that  is  why  I  have  persuaded 
him  to  resign  his  command  to  me.  Xow  this  is  what  vou 
don’t  want.  What  you  do  want  is  to  make  these  men  your 
prisoners  and  take  them  back  to  Coon  Hollow.  They  ut¬ 
terly  disappear.  Their  dead  bodies  are  not  discovered. 
You  deal  with  them  as  you  please  and  nobody  is  the  wiser. 
Such  is  my  advice.  You  may  follow  it  or  not  as  you  please. 
Forward!  March!  We  are  going  to  victory!” 

There  was  some  murmuring,  but  not  much. 

The  army  at  once  got  on  the  move. 

There  Were  many  among  them  who  knew  the  way  by  day 
or  by  night,  but  one  of  the  two  assigned  to  Old  King  Brady 
acted  as  guide. 

Up  at  the  nigger  cave  strife  and  dissatisfaction  reigned. 

All  hands  had  been  drinking  heavily,  with  the  usual  re¬ 
sults  as  to  talk  and  temper,  but  none  of  the  moonshiners 
were  actually  drunk. 

At  this  unfortunate  time  Mr.  Buck  Masters,  who  had 
simply  strayed  away  on  business  of  his  own,  took  it  into  his 
head  to  return  to  the  cave. 

Heedless  to  say  he  could  not  have  selected  a  worse  one 

To  a  man  they  jumped  on  him  and  accused  him  of  set¬ 
ting  the  Bradys  free. 

Buck  indignantly  denied  it,  but  his  denial  did  no  good. 
Just  what  was  said  wo  cannot  tell,  having  no  report  of  de¬ 
tails,  but  what  happened  was  that  by  Boyd  Dullen’s  orders 
the  Bradys’  treacherous  informer  was  strung  up  to  a  beam 
which  the  moonshiners  had  used  in  connection  with  their 
work  and  there  allowed  to  hang  by  the  neck  until  he  was 
dead. 

This  performance  had  Just  been  concluded  when  a  slight 
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noise  outside  attracting  their  attention,  Zeke  Pine  stepped 
out  to  see  what  it  meant. 

He  sprang  back,  pale  and  scared. 

“Good  gosh!”  he  cried,  “the  Bradys  are  swarming  down 
over  the  rocks  like  a  cyclone  backed  by  a  hundred  wild 


niggers!” 


Here  was  a  shock  for  Boyd  Dullen’s  much  tired  nerves. 

They  sprang  to  arms  and  rushed  outside,  but  all  too 
late. 

Of  the  rear  retreat  they  knew  nothing;  the  Bradys  were 
coining  down  over  the  rocks  on  both  sides  of  the  shelf  upon 
which  the  cave  fronted. 

“Surrender,  Boyd  Dullen!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady. 
“Surrender  and  your  lives  will  be  spared.” 

“Never!”  yelled  the  King  of  the  Moonshiners,  and 
throwing  up  his  Remington,  he  fired  at  the  old  detective, 
forgetting  all  about  the  three  black  crows. 

The  shot  was  a  miss. 

Old  King  Brady,  who  had  retained  a  spare  revolver,  aim¬ 
ing  at  Dullen’s  right  arm,  let  fly  and  winged  him,  at  the 
same  instant  Harry  dropped  Zeke  Pine  with  a  shot  which 
took  him  in  the  shoulder.  Alice,  aiming  at  IkelRuddy, 
missed. 

Now  all  this  was  the  work  of  an  instant. 

The  negroes  came  swarming  up  and  had  the  moonshiners 
at  their  mercy  before  they  could  think  twice. 

They  surely  would  have  killed  Dullen  if  Old  King  Brady 
had  not  thrown  himself  in  front  of  the  man  and  vigorously 
protested. 

It  took  strong  words  and  a  masterful  manner,  but  the 
old  detective  won  the  day. 

The  Bradys’  cyclone  raid  had  been  successfully  pulled 
off  and  they  had  all  their  prisoners  securely  tied. 

Meanwhile  Andy  had  stuck  close  to  the  old  detective,  as 
had  the  two  darkies  chosen  by  the  king. 

Old  King  Brady  addressed  his  army  conplimenting  them 
on  their  obedience  and  congratulating  them  on  their  vic¬ 
tory,  and  be  was  still  at  it  when  one  of  the  two  negroes 
suddenly  gave  a  yell  and  dropped  to  the  ground — they 
were  all  outside  the  cave  now,  for  the  Bradys  had  finished 
the  work  of  destruction,  which  took  place  at  once.  The 
prisoners  were  secured  and  everything  of  value  had  been 
destroyed. 

There  the  man  lay  writhing,  twisting  and  foaming  at 
the  mouth. 

The  blacks  looked  at  each  other  and  seemed  greatly 
troubled. 

Suddenly  the  negro  called  out: 

“Howdy,  friends!  Howdy!  Hev  yo’  nuffin’  to  say  to  me 
who  have  done  gone  given  vc’  dis  yere  great  victory?” 

“What’s  all  this?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady.  “Is  the 

old  man  in  a  fit?” 


One  of  the  blacks  stepped  forward,  and  aaid :  j 

“Mars’  Brady,  s’pecs  yo’  doan  understand  dig  yere.  Hirnj 
am  in  a  trance.  A  spirit  hav’  gotten  hole  ob  him.  Disj 
vere  hain’t  fo’  white  folks,  ’specially  dem  villains  obeli 
dere.” 

“That’s  it!  That’s  it!”  shouted  the  negro.  “King 
Brady,  ’blige  me  by  ’treating  along  wiv  de  rest  ob  de  white 
folks  into  de  cave.  I’se  done  got  somet’ing  partickler  pri¬ 
vate  to  ’municate  to  mah  people.” 

“Oh,  by  all  means,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Move 
inside,  all  of  }rou.  Let  these  good  people  enjoy  the  fruits 
of  their  victory  in  their  own  way.” 

He  accordingly  marched  the  prisoners  through  the 
wrecked  still  room  to  the  inner  cave.  Only  Dullen  and 
Pine  had  been  shot  and  both  were  able  to  walk. 

The  king’s  work?”  whispered  Harry. 

My  work,  following  the  king’s  suggestion  and  orders,” 
was  the  almost  inaudible  reply. 

“I  told  you  he’d  get  there,”  breathed  Alice,  when  she 
caught  this. 

But  Old  King  Brady  did  not  stop  at  the  inner  cave  or 

« 

barrel-room.  He  pressed  right  on,  and  Harry,  falling  in 
behind  per  order,  drove  the  prisoners,  all  of  whom  had 
their  hands  tied,  after  him. 

“Where  are  you  taking  us?”  snarled  Dullen,  who  was 
very  sore,  but  until  now  had  not  dared  to  speak. 

“No  talk,”  said  Harry,  sternly.  “But  for  the  mercy 
shown  you  by  Old  King  Brady  you  would  now  be  as  dead 
as  the  man  you  left  hanging  there  behind  }rou.  We  didn’t 
bring  the  blacks  upon  you.  They  would  have  come  any- 
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“Lies!  All  lies!”  snarled  Dullen. 

“Say  that  again  and  I  fire!”  cried  Harry,  waving  his  re¬ 
volver  menacingly. 

Silence  followed  and  they  moved  on  to  the  secret  door. 

It  stood  wide  open,  much  to  the  astonishment  of  Dullen 
and  his  fellow  moonshiners. 

This  we  may  as  well  say  was  the  king’s  work  and  part  of 
his  bargain  with  Old  King  Brady. 

Joe  was  one  of  those  left  behind  to  guard  his  majesty, 
who  had  paid  him  to  go  and  open  the  door. 

But  no  one  was  in  evidence  now  and,  following  the 
secret  pasage,  they  passed  out  on  the  rocks. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


CONCLUSION-. 


Old  King  Brady  now  addressed  the  moonshiners: 
“Men,”  he  said,  “I  have  no  quarrel  with  you.  Go  your 
way  and  thank  your  stars  thut  I  have  foiled  a  plot  to  mas- 
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you  a*i.  I  shall  not  sot  you  free.  That  you  must  ac- 
eomplish  as  best  you  can,  but  I  advise  you  to  keep  clear  of 
the  black  men  of  boon  Hollow  if  you  expect  to  preserve 
your  lives.  Tour  leader  goes  with  us  to  Dusenberg,  where 
he  will  be  dealt  with  according  to  the  law  of  the  land  which 
he  has  so  long  openly  defied. ” 

‘‘I'd  a  blame  sight  sooner  go  to  perdition,”  snarled 
r  e  t  3  et  me  go  along  with  the  rest, 

Brady?  I  kin  make  it  pay  you.” 

“Hold  on,  boss,”  said  Zeke  Pine.  “Doan  yer  do  hit. 
You've  got  that  man,  now  keep  him;  that’s  the  advice  of 
all  on  us  an’  hit’s  also  our  wish.  Fellers,  hain’t  hit  so?” 

Several  assented,  others  were  silent,  no  one  said  no. 

It  was  clear  that  Boyd  Dullen  was  not  k  popular  king. 

He  was  furious  at  this  display  of  ill-feeling  and  began 
a  torrent  of  abuse. 

“Stop  it!”  thundered  Old  King  Brady.  “No  more  of 
that  talk  or  I’ll  gag  }7ou.  Men,  go  your  way.” 

“Jes’  a  second,  boss,”  said  Pine.  “You’ve  shot  me, 
you’ve  smashed  our  still  and  you’ve  ruined  our  business. 
All  that  you’ve  done  an’  mo’.  Jest  say  to  them  Dusenberg 
fellers  from  me  an’  ther  rest  of  mah  bunch  that  we  are 
pullin’  out  of  hyar  for  good  an’  all.  This  kentry  has  got  ter 
be  tew  hat  to  hold  us  an’  we’re  off.  Good-by,  Boyd,  yew 
old  sinner.  May - ” 

“Enough!”  broke  in  Old  King  Brady,  aiming  his  re¬ 
volver  at  the  man.  “Go!” 

The)r  walked  awa}7  then,  all  of  them,  and  a  difficult  mat- 
|  ter  they  found  it  getting  over  the  rocks  with  their  hands 

I  tied. 

It  was  the  last  ever  heard  of  Boyd  Dullen’s  much  hunted 
i  bunch  in  the  vicinity  of  Mount  Topping. 

“Now  then,  Andy,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “if  you  want 
I  to  see  New  York  it’s  up  to  )Tou  to  guide  us  to  the  big  cave, 
I  so  let  us  lose  no  time  about  it,  my  boy.” 

If  looks  could  have  killed  those  which  Boyd  Dullen  had 
j  bestowed* on  Andy  from  time  to  time  would  have  slain 
i  him  long  ago. 

Andy  hurried  them  down  to  the  road,  picking  his  way 
1  unerringly. 

As  they  walked,  'Alice  related  her  experience  in  Coon 

Hollow. 

“Why  did  )'0u  want  to  talk  to  the  king  alone,  governor?” 
;  Harry  asked. 

“Because,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “I  saw  that  the 
j  man  was  a  half-witted  mass  of  vanity  and  would  never  sell 
I  out  his  revenge  on  Dullen- in  the  presence  of  others,  as  that 
If  would  have  been  too  great  a  sacrifice  of  his  dignity.” 

Thev  had  now  reached  the  road  and  the  distance  to  the 
i'  big  cave  was  but  a  short  one. 

But  now  the  Bradys  were  to  learn  that  their  troubles 
wexe  not  over  yet. 
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“Hark!”  exclaimed  Harr}7,  suddenly.  “It  seems  to  me 
that  1  hear  men  running  behind  us.”  1 

“So  do  I!”  cried  Andy,  “and  I  was  just  going  to  say 
so.” 

“It  can  hardly  be  Dullen’s  people,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “I  hear  what  you  mean.  I’m  afraid  it's  our  black 
army.  That  old  rascal  promised  to  remain  entranced  till 
we  had  time  to  get  under  way,  and  the  other  one  was  to 
take  his  turn  at  it,  too.” 

“If  our  escape  was  discovered  I  doubt  if  even  a  spirit 
yarn  could  hold  that  bunch  back,”  sighed  Alice. 

“We  must  run  for  it,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Top 
speed  is  now  the  order.  Ahead  with  )’ou,  Dullen,  if  you 
want  to  save  yourself  from  Buck  Masters’  fate.” 

They  ran  for  all  they  were  worth  and,  as  the}”  did  so, 
Dullen,  who  was  ‘terribly  alarmed,  asked  what  was  pro¬ 
posed  after  they  reached  the  cave. 

“We  have  an  automobile,  as  perhaps  you  know,”  replied 
the  old  detective,  willing  to  relieve  his  mind. 

The  clatter  of  their  own  advance  drowned  the  sounds 
behind  them  now,  so  they  could  form  no  opinion  as  to 
whether  they  were  gaining  or  losing  ground. 

On  they  dashed,  and  just  as  they  were  about  to  enter 
the  cave,  wild  shouts  were  heard  behind  them. 

Looking  back,  they  could  see  a  disorderly  mob  of  blacks 
bearing  down  upon  them  at  full  speed. 

“We  are  lost!”  gasped  Dullen. 

“Courage  all!”  cried  Alice.  “Few  of  these  people  have 
ever  seen  an  automobile;  if  we  only  find  ours  here  I  believe 
we  can  dash  through  them  unharmed.  They  are  sure  to  be 
afraid  of  it.” 

“If  it  is  still  here,”  sighed  Harry.  “Dullen,  }'ou  prob¬ 
ably  know.” 

“I  haven’t  teched  it,”  declared  the  moonshiner,  “an*  I 
doan  believe  nobody  else  has.  I  didn’t  know  whar  yer 
hangout  wuz.” 

They  turned  into  the  cave. 

There  stood  the  car  all  right. 

Harry  made  a  rush  for  it,  jumped  in,  and  turned  it 
around. 

He  had  no  time  to  do  any  more  when  the  black  mob 
darkened  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

“Hyar  they  be!”  yelled  one.  “Kill  ’em!  Kill  ’em!” 

“Back!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady  sternly,  but  he  did 
not  draw  his  revolver.  “Would  you  kill  those  who  have 
restored  you  your  sacred  cave,  for  so  I  understand  you 
regard  it.  Ungrateful  must  you  be  indeed  if  )7ou  would 
do  a  deed  like  that.” 

“Boss,”  said  the  spokesman,  waving  his  companions 
back.  “You  suah  am  a  slick  talker,  but  yo’  done  doubled 
on  us  an’  yo’  kean’t  deny  it.  Yo’ve  let  deni  fellers  go  an* 
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hev  tuck  Boyd  Dullen  yo’  ownself.  ’Tain’t  a  fair  deal,  uo- 

how.” 

Meanwhile  Dullen  was  helped  into  the  car  by  Andy,  who 
followed  him  with  Alice. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  dare  to  move. 

“What  I  did  was  for  your  own  good,”  he  called  out. 
“Have  you  already  forgotten  what  I  told  you  when  I  took 
command.  The  moonshiners  have  departed  never  to  re¬ 
turn.  As  for  Dullen,  heed  my  advice  and  let  the  law  take 
its  course.” 

“Not  ef  we  know  it!”  cried  several  voices.  “Yo’  uns 
hev  gottcr  give  him  up.” 

“He  is  my  prisoner  and  I  shall  never  give  him  up!”  de¬ 
clared  the  old  detective.  “Retire  to  your  peaceful  valley, 
friends,  and  be  thankful  for  what  vou  have  secured — 
don't  meddle  with  what  is  not  for  you.” 

The  spokesman  was  evidently  impressed. 

He  turned  and  began  talking  with  those  around  him,  but 
as  they  had  all  remained  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave  the 
distance  was  too  great  to  enable  the  Bradys  to  hear  what 
they  were  saying. 

At  last  the  black  stepped  forward,  and  called  out: 

“Boss,  hit  kean’t  be  did,  ’Tain’t  no  use  talking.  Gib 

» 

him  up,  or  wese  ergwinter  rush  you  an’  git  him.  Some 
un’s  suah  to  git  killed.” 

“I’ll  fix  ’em,”  whispered  Harry. 

Now  the  Bradys’  touring  car  was  provided  with  just 
about  the  loudest  and  most  peculiar-toned  syren  ever,  and 
as  he  spoke,  Harry  let  King  Hannibal’s  subjects  have  the 
full  benefit  of  its  power. 

It  came  all  unexpected  to  the  King  of  the  Moonshiners 
also,  and  he  was  so  scared  that  he  almost  fell  out  of  the 

car. 

But  its  effect  on  the  black  mob  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave 
was  laughable. 

There  was  one  grand  yell  of  terror  and  they  fell  over 
themselves  in  their  haste  to  get  away,  crying  out:  “De  ole 
Kick’s  in  de  cave!”  “Hit’s  a  spirit!”  and  other  ridiculous 
exclamations  of  fear. 

In  an  instant  the  coast  was  to  all  appearance  clear. 

Alice  laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks. 
“Shall  I  let  her  go?”  demanded  Harry,  who  was  laugh¬ 
ing,  too. 

“Come,  come,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “it’s  no  laughing 
matter.  1  don’t  know  what  to  saw  I  can’t  believe  thev 

*  4/ 

have  gone  far.  They  may  go  for  us  as  we  come  out.” 
“We’ve  got  to  decide  some  way,  governor.” 

“True.  Let’s  wait  a  moment.” 

“Meanwhile,  why  not  give  ’em  another  dose  of  yer 

h' 

blamed  old  fish-horn,”  growled  Dullen.  “Ef  I’ve  gottcr 
hang,  why  I’ve  gotter  hang,  but  I’ll  be  hanged  ef  I  wanter 
to  be  hung  by  their 


“Well  said,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “I  eee  several 
black  heads  peering  around  the  rocks.  Let  her  go  again, 
Harry.  Give  ’em  two  and  then  let  her  go.” 

Twice  Harry  tooted  his  horn  and  then  started  the  ma- 
chine  at  full  speed,  still  tooting  his  syren  as  they  went  th¬ 
ing  out  of  the  cave. 

Most  of  King  Hannibal’s  subjects  were  flying  for  their 
lives,  but  a  few  of  the  less  timid  lingered. 

Three  or  four  shots  were  fired  and  two  pitchforks  w ere 

thrown,  but  all  without  success. 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  the  danger  was  passed 
and  the  men  of  Coon  Hollow  were  left  to  comfort  them¬ 
selves  over  their  defeat  as  best  they  could. 

The  run  to  Dusenberg  was  made  without  mishap. 

Here  Boyd  Dullen  was  turned  over  to  the  U.  S.  Marshal 
who  had  succeeded  the  murdered  J.  J.  Pigeon. 

In  due  time  he  was  tried,  found  guilty  and  executed. 

It  was  the  end  of  the  moonshiners  on  Mount  Topping. 

The  Bradys’  cyclone  raid  had  proved  a  complete  success. 

Information  having  been  lodged  against  Mayor  Butters 
of  Bagwell,  he  was  arrested. 

k 

What  ever  has  become  of  King  Hannibal  I.  we  cannot 
tell,  for  the  Bradys  don’t  know  themselves. 

Doubtless  the  old  fellow  still  reigns  in  Coon  Hollow, 
and  as  he  brought  success  to  the  Bradys,  long  may  he 
wave. 

Andy  went  to  New  York,  and,  strange  to  relate,  he  re¬ 
mained  there. 

Old  King  Brady  bought  him  clothes,  got  him  a  room  and 
got  him  a  job  with  another  detective  bureau  which  could 
use  a  boy. 

Andy  likes  the  business  and  his  employers  like  him.  It 
is  doubtful  if  the  youthful  Hill  Billy  ever  sees  his  native 
hills  again. 

As  for  Andy,  lie  declares  he  don’t  want  to;  that  he  had 
enough  of  them  while  practically  a  slave  of  the  King  of 
the  Moonshiners. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THE  BRADYS  AND 
THE  CHINESE  DETECTIVE;  OR,  THE  ORDER  OF 
THE  YELLOW  DRAGON.” 
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THE  SECRET  OF  THE  PANEL. 


By  John  Sherman. 


“Where  is  he  now?” 
“Locked  up.” 


>>> 


“You  say  that  he  has  been  arrested?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Is  he  guilty?” 

The  detective  gravely  rejoined  : 

“It  looks  very  much  like  it.” 

Old  Major  Herrick  bowed  his  head,  his  bronzed  face 
expressing  far  more  of  anguish  than  he  cared  for  this  man 
to  witness.  But  he  could  not  help  it.  He  had  been  stabbed 
to  the  heart. 

A  slender  girl,  with  pale  face,  who  had  listened  to  the  con¬ 
versation,  now*  placed  one  hand  gently  on  the  gentleman's 
shoulder,  and,  in  a  voice  vibrating  with  emotion  and  pain, 
said : 

“  Do  not  believe  it  of  him,  father — it  is  not  true  !  Tom 
never  stole  the  money  !” 

“I  wish  I  could  believe  so,  Elma.” 

“Depend  on  it,  investigation  will  prove  that  somebody 
else  than  Tom  is  the  thief.” 

“But  who  else  could  it  have  been?”  the  Major  desper¬ 
ately  inquired. 

“That  I  cannot  answ’er,  but  hope  this  gentleman” — 
nodding  toward  the  detective — “will  be  able  to  discover.” 

“If  you  have  any  suspicion  of  anybody,”  said  that  per¬ 
sonage,  “I  shall  be  very  happy,  miss,  to  investigate.  But 
up  to  the  present  time  it  appears  very  clear  that  Tom 
Taylor  was  the  burglar.” 

“But  he  wras  not,”  the  girl  firmly  said. 

The  detective  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

Major  Herrick  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence  that 
ensued. 

“Tell  me  what  you  have  discovered,”  he  said. 

“I  will  do  so.  I  have  found  on  the  person  of  Tom 
Taylor  a  portion  of  the  stolen  funds.” 

Elma  Herrick's  face  grew  paler  still. 

Very  pointedly  she  inquired: 

“Who  first  directed  your  suspicions  against  Mr.  Taylor?” 

“Easily  explained.  Taylor  used  to  be  an  inmate  of  this 
house,  and  knew  all  about  its  interior  arrangement,  as  only 
one  other  person  could  do,  and  that  is  Mr.  Robbins  here,” 
indicating  a  young  man  who  was  present.  “Hence,  as  the 
robbery  was  carried  through  in  a  manner  to  indicate  famil¬ 
iarity  with  the  house,  I  could  not  but  suspect  that  one  of 
the  two  gentlemen  was  concerned  in  it.  Having  learned 
that  Major  Herrick  had  recently  had  a  quarrel  with  Mr. 
Tavlor,  and  dismissed  him  from  the  house  with  the  fiat  of 
disinheritance,  naturally  directed  my  suspicions  toward  him. 
I  investigated  further,  and  found  that  he  had  made  all 
arrangements  for  leaving  towrn  to-night.  That  was  further 
suspicious,  and  I  obtained  certain  details  that  I  believe 
warranted  me  in  searching  his  room.  In  one  of  his  valises, 
packed  in  readiness  for  his  departure,  I  found  a  one-thou- 
sand-dollar  bill.  It  bore  the  number  of  one  of  the  missing 
bills,  and  I  no  longer  hesitated  about  arresting  him.  On 
searching  his  person  I  found  another  tucked  away  in  one 
of  his  pockets.  Further  evidence  could  not  be  necessary, 
and  I  told  him  he  was  my  prisoner.” 

Didn’t  he  deny  it?”  demanded  the  girl. 

Yea;  but  that  was  no  more  than  was  to  be  expected.” 
The  major  hoarsely  inquired: 


a 
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“Have  you  entered  a  charge  against  him?’ 
j  “I  have  not.  I  would  not  take  that  step  without  first 
seeing  you.” 

“For  which  you  have  my  thanks.  I  want  you  to  see  him 
for  me,  and  tell  him  that  if  he  will  restore  all  but  five 
thousand  dollars  he  can  have  that  sum  to  leave  the  place 
and  start  life  anew’.” 

;  “Do  not  insult  him  by  such  a  message!”  Elma  cried. 
“If  he  is  guilty,  as  you  suppose,  he  will  not  give  up  the 
proceeds  of  his  crime,  and  if  he  is  innocent  he  will  demand 
the  fullest  investigation.” 

“Elma,”  said  her  father,  “if  the  detective  tells  the  truth 
— and  there  is  no  occasion  for  deception — there  can  be  no 
,  doubt  of  Toni’s  guilt.” 

“I  will  not  listen  any  further,”  was  the  spirited  reply. 
“I  know  that  he  is  innocent,  no  matter  how  terribly  appear¬ 
ances  may  be  against  him,”  with  which  she  swept  from  the 
room. 

Robbins  produced  a  letter  and  handed  it  to  the  old  gen- 
;  tleman.  It  bore  the  signature  of  Tom  Taylor,  and  ran  as 
follows : 

“Well,  the  die  is  cast!  I  am  at  last  turned  from  his 
door.  So  be  it !  And  disinherited  as  well.  I  do  not  so 
much  mind  the  poverty  in  itself  as  I  do  that  it  is  forced 
on  me  after  having  for  years  been  led  to  expect  that  I 
would  some  day  inherit  a  generous  portion  of  his  vast 
wealth.  That  is  unjust — unjust,  J  say!  And  I  do  not. 
mean  to  stand  it,  mark  that !  My  sentiments  on  this  point 
shall  be  made  known  in  due  time,  and  in  a  manner  that  he 
will  be  surprised  at.  Better  had  he  let  me  remain  in  the 
poverty  in  which  he  found  me  on  his  return  from  China 
than  to  bring  me  up  surrounded  by  luxury,  and  rendered 
unfit  for  business  life,  than  to  cast  me  off  for  a  difference 
of  opinion  that  is  as  honestly  formed  on  my  part  as  on  his 
own.  No  more  !  I  mean  to  act !” 

The  Major  read  it  twice,  and  then  reflectively  gazed  out 
of  the  window  while  the  detective  looked  it  over. 

“I  do  not  see  that  the  letter  proves  anything,”  the  Major 
presently  said,  evidently  loth  to  admit  the  guilt  of  Tom. 

“Perhaps  not,  as  standing  by  itself,”  said  the  detective, 
“but  very  excellent  corroborative  evidence.  It  more  than 
hints  at  what  has  taken  place.” 

Fastening  a  hopeful  gleam  on  Robbins,  the  old  man  said  : 

“What  do  you  think,  Joe?  Do  you  pronounce  him 
guilty  ?” 

“I  cannot  do  otherwise,”  was  the  husky  reply,  as  though 
the  speaker  struggled  with  some  powerful  emotion. 

The  Major  bent  his  face  in  his  hands.  Some  iime  later 
he  lifted  his  head  and  said : 

“You  will  see  him,  as  I  advised  a  few  minutes  ago,  and 
give  him  my  message,  but  do  not  actually  charge  him  with 
the  crime  until  you  have  seen  me  again.” 

The  detective  nodded  and  took  his  leave. 

Joe  Robbins  stepped  to  the  Major’s  side,  and  would  have 
offered  him  his  sympathy,  but  he  was  waved  impatiently 
aside.  In  his  own  heart  the  Major  now  admitted  that 
although  he  had  sometimes  approached  the  verge  of  a  quar¬ 
rel  with  Tom,  he  had  really  loved  him  better  than  he  did 
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You,  too. 


Joe,  who  was  ever  so  eager  to  please,  who  always  agreed  with  “It  is  false!  Lou  misjudge  me,  and- 
1dm,  and  who  was  always  so  solicitous  in  inquiring  how  he  Major!” 

felt,  a  dozen  times  a  day.  !  Major  Herrick  now  stood  in  the  doorway.  # 

Tom  had  battled  with  him  for  an  opinion  again  and  “What  does  this  mean,  Elma  .'  he  asked,  uondeiin  y. 

again,  exhibiting  an  independence  that  had  annoyed  him,  “Wait,  and  we  will  see.  Will  you  please  step  as i  e,  -  r. 


?  Ah !  you 


but  somehow  he  had  always  liked  him  better  for  it  after  Robbins,  and  permit  me  to  examine  that  panel, 

the  momentary  heat  had  subsided,  and  in  his  heart  of  do  not  wish  to  do  so,  but  you  must !” 

hearts  lie  had  cherished  a  faint  hope  that  before  he  died  She  brushed  past  him,  bent  before  the  panel  on  which 
Elma  would  become  his  wife.  But  that  was  all  past  now.  his  hand  had  rested,  and  scrutinized  it  carefully.  He 
Tom  had  turned  thief !  After  being  driven  from  the  house  watched  her  with  eyes  lighted  by  fear  and  desperate  hope, 
by  harsh  words,  the  outgrowth  of  an  argument  that  started  Now  her  fingers  wandered  over  the  upper  molding  of  the 
pleasantly  enough,  he  had  entered  it,  blown  open  the  safe  panel,  going  very  slowly  at  the  point  where  his  hand  had 
to  cover  his  tracks,  although  he  knew  the  combination,  and  rested,  on  her  entrance, 
had  taken  a  package  of  thirty  thousand  dollars  in  bills  “Ah!”  ? 

that  had  been  temporarily  placed  in  it  for  safe  keeping.  j  With  this  brief  exclamation  the  panel  dropped  down. 

Brooding  over  the  distressing  affair  in  the  darkness,  he  A  cavity  was  disclosed.  Darting  a  look  toward  her 

did  not  hear  a  light  step  enter  the  library,  nor  knew  of  father,  she  said : 

Lima's  presence  until  he  felt  her  soft  hands  gently  stroking  “Come  here,  sir,  and  we  will  root  out  the  mystery  of 
his  hair.  ,  the  panel.  It  will  prove  Tom’s  innoc-enme.” 


“Do  not  grieve,  dear  father,”  she  said,  cheerfuully.  |  And  it  did.  There,  in  the  cavity,  was  found  every  one  of 


“Depend  on  it,  Tom  will  yet  be  proved  innocent.”  the  missing  bills  save  the  two  discovered  by  the  detective. 

The  Major  sighed,  tenderly  kissed  her,  and  said  good-  Along  with  the  bills  was  a  lot  of  letter-paper,  copies,  word 
night  as  he  parted  from  her  before  her  chamber  door.  ;  for  word,  of  that  letter  shown  by  Joe  as  having  come  from 
Long  after  he  supposed  her  to  be  in  bed  she  sat  there,  Tom.  It  stamped  that  letter  as  a  forgery  committed  by 
close  to  her  chamber  door,  her  head  bent  forward,  listening  him.  These  found  here  had  not  been  satisfactory,  and 
intently.  For  what?  For  a  footstep,  probably,  since,  when  instead  of  being  destroyed  at  the  time,  had  been  thrust  in 
it  was  heard,  a  gleam  shot  into  her  eyes.  Nearer  and  nearer  :  here  for  safety. 

came  the  steps,  stealthily  taken,  as  though  the  person  was  j  “Joe,  what  does  this  mean?”  demanded  the  Major,  his 


desirous  of  not  being  heard. 

They  passed  her  chamber  door  and  faded  in  the  distance. 
She  opened  her  door  and  then  stole  forth  with  cat-like 


face  black  as  a  thunder  cloud.  “Are  you  guilty?” 

“He  dare  not  deny  it !”  cried  Elma. 

Nor  did  he.  On  bended  knees  he  acknowledged  his  guilt, 

O  c  / 


tread.  Along  the  hall,  to  the  head  of  the  staircase,  descend-  pleading  in  extenuation  that  it  was  because  he  loved  Elma. 
ing  which  a  man’s  figure  could  be  dimly  discerned.  j  He  had  witnessed  her  growing  affection  for  Tom,  and  had 

A  moment  later  she  was  softly  tapping  at  her  father’s  hoped  to  destroy  him  and  force  his  departure  in  disgrace, 

leaving  thus  a  clear  field  for  himself,  hoping  thus  to  be 


door 

“Who  is  there?” 

“Elma!”  she  softly  answered.  “Do  not  make  any  noise, 
but  follow  me  downstairs.  Come  softly,  and  be  quick!” 

Returning  to  the  stairs,  she  began  descending  them. 
Once  in  the  lower  hall,  she  advanced  toward  the  library. 
It  had  been  left  in  darkness  on  ascending  with  her  father, 


backed  in  his  suit  by  the  wishes  of  the  Major  himself. 
And  he  told  how  he  had  hired  a  kitchen-boy  at  the  house 
where  Tom  had  gone  temporarily  to  board  to  place  the  bills 
in  Tom’s  clothes  or  valise. 

“He  can  be  credited  with  having  told  the  truth!” 

All  eyes  turned  quickly  to  the  door.  There  stood  Tom 


but  a  faint  light  burned  there  now.  Yi  ith  a  heart  that  beat  and  the  detective,  and  back  of  them  the  boy  referred  to. 


wildly  within  her  bosom  she  paused  before  the  library  door 
without  having  excited  the  alarm  of  the  person  within. 

“It  is  done !”  a  hoarse  voice  said.  “But  will  it  give  me 
the  prize?  Have  I  now  waited  too  long? — has  not  the 
delay  resulted  in  an  affection  that  cannot  be  uprooted? 
Elma — Elma  ! — innocent  as  you  are,  you  alone  are  the  cause 
of  Tom’s  being  this  night  an  inmate  of  a  cell.  But  I  must 
remove  the  money  at  once,  before,  by  some  accident,  it  is 
discovered.  I 


V 


"  The  lower  half  of  the  library  walls  was  wainscoted,  and, 
taking  a  quick  step  or  two  forward,  his  hand  was  on  one  of 
the  panels  when  his  guilty  heart  was  caused  to  quail  within 
him  at  the  sound  of  a  light  footstep. 

He  turned  swiftly.  An  ashen  hue  overspread  his  face. 
“What  are  you  doing  here,  Joe?” 

“Nothing,”  he  faltered,  his  hand  slowly  leaving  the  panel. 
“Do  you  come  to  the  library  at  midnight  for  nothing?” 
and  her  voice  rang  with  scorn.  “Listen,  and  I  will  tell  you 
why  you  came  here.  It  was  to  cover  up  your  own  tracks 

and  fasten  on  Tom  a  crime  that  you  committed  1" 


Explanations  were  quickly  made. 

Slowly,  then,  the  Major  counted  out  five  thousand 
dollars. 

“Joe,”  he  said,  calmly,  but  bitterly,  “you  have  been  an 
inmate  of  my  house  so  long  that  I  do  not  feel  able  to  prose¬ 
cute  you  for  this  most  despicable  of  crimes.  Here  is  five 
thousand  dollars.  Take  it;  it  will  enable  you  to  make  a 
start  in  life  under  an  assumed  name  elsewhere.  Take  it — 
there  is  the  door  !  Go  !” 

Not  a  word  uttered  the  craven.  Accepting  the  money, 
he  slunk  from  the  room.  1  he  detective's  fingers  moved 
uneasily,  as  though  itching  to  fasten  on  Robbins,  and  he 
took  a  step  or  two  toward  the  door,  but  was  halted  by  the 
Major.  Shortly  after  that  a  round  reward  for  his  services 
was  placed  in  his  hands  and  he  took  his  departure,  pledged 
to  keep  the  secret  of  the  robbery. 

When  they  were  alone  the  Major  faced  Tom,  saying: 

“My  boy,  you  must  forgive  my  suspicions.  Elma  has 
this  night  made  a  confession  to  me.  She  may  repeat  it  to 
you  if  it  has  not  already  been  done.” 


DELUSION  TRICK. 

A  magic  little  box  in  three 
parts  that  is  very  mystify¬ 
ing  to  those  not  in  the  trick. 
A  coin  placed  on  a  piece  of 
paper  disappears  by  dropping 
a  nickel  ring  around  it  from 
the  magic  box.  Made  of  hard 
wood  two  inches  in  diameter.  Price,  12c. 

M.  O’NEILL,,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GIANT  SAT1* 


PUZZLE. 


This  puzzle  contains 
twenty-one  pieces  of 
wood  nicely  finished; 
take  them  apart  and 
put  them  together 
same  as  illustrated. 
Everybody  would  liko 
to  try  it,  as  it  is  very 
fascinating.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  25c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.,  N.  Y. 


ITCH  POWDER. 

Gee  whiz  !  What  fun 
you  can  have  with 
this  stuff.  Moisten 
the  tip  of  your  finger, 
tap  it  on  the  contents 
of  the  box,  and  a  little 
bit  will  stick.  Then 
shake  hands  with  70111’ 
friend,  or  drop  a 
speck  down  his  back. 
In  a  minute  he  will 
feel  as  if  he  had  the 
seven  years’  itch.  It 
will  make  him  scratch,  roar,  squirm  and 
make  faces  But  It  is  perfectly  harmless,  as 
it  is  made  from  th»  seeds  of  wild  roses.  The 
horrible  itch  stops  in  a  few  minutes,  or  can 
be  checked  immediately  by  rubbing  the  spot 
with  a  wet  cloth.  While  It  is  working,  you 
will  be  apt  to  laugh  your  suspender  buttons 
off.  The  best  joke  of  all.  Price  10  cents  a 
box,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFE  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  VV.  23th  St.,  N.  Y. 


COMICAL  RUBBER  STAMPS. 

A  complete  set  of  five 
grotesque  little  people 
made  of  indestructible 
rubber  mounted  on  black  ; 
walnut  blocks.  The  fig-  i 
ures  consist  of  Policeman,  j 
Chinaman,  and  other  j 
laughable  figures  as  j 
shown  In  pictures.  As  i 
each  figure  is  mounted  j 
on  a  separate  block,  any  I 
boy  can  set  up  a  regular  i 
parade  or  circus  by  print-  j 
ing  the  figures  in  differ-  i 
ent  positions.  With  each  set  of  figures  we  ■ 
send  a  bottle  of  colored  ink,  an  ink  pad  and  1 
full  instructions.  Children  can  stamp  these 
pictures  on  their  toys,  picture  books,  writing 
paper  and  envelopes,  and  they  are  without  i 
doubt  the  most  amusing  and  entertaining 
novelty  gotten  up  in  years.  Price  of  the  com¬ 
plete  set  of  Ttubber  Stamps,  with  ink  and 
ink  pad,  only  79c*.,  3  sets  for  25c.,  one  dozen 
90c.,  by  mail  postpaid. 

L.  Se-narens,  347  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


JUMPING  TELESCOPE. 

This  is  an  oblong 
tube  in  exact  imi¬ 
tation  of  a,  tele¬ 
scope.  By  looking 
through  it,  reveals 
one  highly  magni¬ 
fied  picture  of  a 
dancer  or  other 
subject.  It  con¬ 
tains  on  the  side  a 
button,  which  the 
victim  is  told  to 
press  for  a  change  of  picture.  Instead  of 
another  picture  appearing,  the  entire  inside 
part  shoota  out,  as  shown  in  illustration.  It 
Is  entirely  harmless,  but  gives  the  victim  a 
genuine  scare. 

Price,  J5c.  each;  2  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2Cth  St.,  N.  Y. 
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THE  FLUTOPIIONE. 

A  new  musical  in¬ 
strument,  producing  the 
sweetest  dulcet  toneB  of 
the  flute.  The  upper 
part  of  the  instrument 
is  placed  in  the  mouth, 
the  lips  covering  the 
openings  In  the  centre. 
Then  by  blowing  gently 
upon  it  you  can  play 
sired  as  easily  as  whistling.  But 
a  is  required  to  become  a  finished 
r,  J.  ,*  made  entirely  of  metal,  and  will 
*  lifetime.  We  send  full  instructions 
‘ - *  • '  instrument.  Price,  15e.,  or  2  for 
by  mail,  postpaid, 

W  AFFORD,  i*  Uart  OL,  Brooklyn,  hi.  Y. 
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The  BeminiitoD'UMC  cubs  make  a  find 


Sure  Fire 
Accuracy 
Penetration 

The  World’s 

Record  Holders 

Remington-  UMC  .22  cal. 
cartridges  have  broken 
two  records  in  two  years. 

The  present  world’s  100-shot  gallery  record,  2484  ex  2500,  held  by 
Arthur  Hubalek  was  made  with  these  hard  hitting  .22’s. 

They  will  help  you,  too,  to  break  your  best  shooting  records. 

Remington- UMC  .22’s  are  made,  too,  with  hollow  point  bullets. 
This  increases  their  shocking  and  killing  power. 

Remington-  UMC — the  perfect  shooting  combination 
REMINGTON  ARMS-UNION  METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO.  299  Broad*.,,  New  York  Ca, 

BUMBnaanr 


tOTS  OF  FUM  FOR  A  D  8  Ml  E 
Ventriloquists  Double  Throat 

Kp  Astonish  and  mystify  your  friends.  Nolch  like  a  lions;  whin.  lik.  a 
PSMir  puppy;  elm?  lilt®  e  ounary  and  imitate  birds  and  boasts  of  Hold  and 
.forssU  LOADS  Of  FUN.  Wonderful  invent!™.  Thou* 
*  ands  sold. . .  krico  only  10  o.nts;  4  for  25  o.nrs  or  12  for  50  osnts. 
DOUabts  THROAT  CO.  DEPT.  K.  l'HZK UXITo W N , ft .  jU 


LUCK  GUN  FOB 

The  real  western  article, 
carried  by  the  cowboys.  It 
is  made  of  fine  leather 
with  a  highly  nickeled 
buckle.  The  holster  con¬ 
tains  a  metal  gun,  of  the 
same  pattern  as  those  used 
by  all  the  most  famous 
scouts.  Any  boy  wearing 
one  of  these  fobs  will  at¬ 
tract  attention.  It  will 
give  him  an  air  of  western 
romance.  The  prettiest 
and  most  serviceable  watch 
fob  ever  made.  Send  for 
one  to-day.  Price  20  cents 
each  by  mail  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL. 

425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Learn  to ,  swim  hy  one.  trial 


Price  35  cents,  Poatpsid 

These  water-wi ngrs  take  up  no  more  room  than  a 
pockef~ha.nk.erc n i ef .  They  weigh  3  ounces  and  sup¬ 
port  from  50  to  2U)  pounds.  With  a  pair  anyone  can 
earn  to  swim  or  float.  For  use,  yon  have  only  to  wet 
them,  blow  them  up,  aud  prwss  together  the  two 
r: tip  -ir/evv-*;  nndcf  the  mouthpiece. 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.,  N.  Y. 


RARE  POSTAGE  STAMPS 

Our  packages  are  the  best,  a* 
each  contains  at  least  2  rare 
oi.  -is,  worth  the  price  of  the 
yrhok'  lot.  Start  a  collection. 
In  time  it  will  grow  very  val¬ 
uable.  Every  known  variety 
of  foreign  and  domestic  stamp* 
in  these  packages.  Fifty  va¬ 
rieties  for  5  cents;'  one  hundiod 
)0  cents;  two  hundred,  20  cents;  three  hun¬ 
dred.  25  cents;  five  hundred,  $1.25;  one  thou¬ 
sand,  $2.25;  two  thousand.  $12.00;  1,000  mixed 
lot,  25  cents.  All  in  good  condition  and  worth 
twice  the  amount  we  ask. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO,  29  W.  26  th  Bi,  N.  Y. 


JAPANESE  WATER  FLOWERS 

Without  exception,  the 
most  beautiful  and  .in¬ 
teresting  thiugs  on  ’tie 
market.  They  consist 
of  a  dozen  dried-up 
sprigs,  neatly  encased 
in  handsomely  decorat¬ 
ed  envelopes,  just  as 
they  are  imported  from 
Japan.  Pi  ace  one  sprig 
in  a  bowl  of  water, 
and  it  begins  to  ojcnh<» 
various  bright  tints.  Then  it  slowly  opens  out 
into  rations  shapes  of  exquisite  flowers.  They 
are  of  ail  colors  of  the  rainbow.  It  is  very 
amusing  to  watch  them  take  form. 

Small  size,  price  5  cents ;  large  size,  10 
cents  a  package,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL.  425  W.  56tb  St.,  N-  Y. 


JAPANESE  TRICK  KNIFE. 

You  can  show  the  knife  and 
instantly  draw  it  across  your 
finger,  apparently  cutting  deep 
into  the  flesh.  The  red  blood 
appears  on  the  blade  of  the 
i  knife,  giving  a  startling  effect 
•  to  the  spectators.  The  knife 
'  is  removed  and  the  finger  is 
found  in  good  condition.  Quite  an  effective 
illusion.  Price  10c.  each  by  mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  SL,  N.  Y. 


SEE-SAW  PUZZLE. 

The  most  absorb¬ 
ing  puzzle  seen  for 
years.  The  kind 
you  sit  up  half  the 
night  to  do.  The 
puzzle  is  to  get 
both  balls,  one  in  each  pocket. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


CACHOO  Oli  SNEEZING  POWDER. 

The  greatest  fun-maker  ©1 
them  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  powder,  when  blown 
in  a  room,  will  cause 
everyone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  It 
comes  from.  It  is  very  light,  will  float  in  the 
air  for  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
and  corner  of  a  room.  It  is  perfecttly  harm¬ 
less.  Cachoo  Is  put  up  in  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  10  to 
15  times.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each;  3  for  25o. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


hi  ■■Bfl  i1  « 


’TRICK  FAN.  ' 


A  lady’s  fan  made 
of  colored  silk  cloth. 
The  fan  may  be  used 
and  then  shut,  and 
when  it  opens  again, 
It  falls  in  pieces;  3hut 
and  open  again  and  it 
is  perfect,  without  a 
sign  of  a  break.  A  great  surprise  for  those 
not  in  the  trick.  Price,  35c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL.  425  W.  56th  hL.  N.  Y. 
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WOLFF  NOVELTY 


GOOD  LUCK  BANK3. 

Ornamental  as  well  uu  useful. 
Made  of  highly  nickeled  braes. 
It  holds  Just  One  Dollar.  When 
tilled  !t  opens  Itself.  Remains 
locked  until  refilled.  Can  be  used 
an  »i  watchcharm.  Money  refund-  j 
ed  If  not  satisfied.  Price,  10c.  | 
by  mall. 

L.  SENAREN3, 

S47  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn.  N.  Y. 


NAIL  PUZZLE.  1 
Made  of  2  metal  nails 
linked  together.  Keeps 
folks  guessing ;  easy  to  | 
take  them  apart  when  you 
know  how.  Directions 
\ylth  every  one. 

Price,  6c.,  postpaid. 

CO.,  29  VV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGIC  CIGAR  CASE. 

A  beautiful  and  per¬ 
fect  cigar  case,  made 
of  Imitation  alligator 

and  sealskin  leather; 

worth  a  quarter  as  a 
cigar  case  alone.  It 
can  be  shown  full  of 
cigars  and  Instantly 
handed  to  a  person, 
who,  upon  opening  it,  finds  only  an  empty 
case.  The  box  has  a.  secret  spring  and  a 
double  case,  and  can  be  operated  only  by  one 
in  the  secret.  Full  printed  instructions  sent 
w!th  each  case.  Every  smoker  should  have 
one.  Price,  20c.;  2  for  35c.  by  mail,  postpaid; 

one  dozen  by  express  $1.50.  si  N  Y 

J.  KENM£D\,  303  W  e.si  1 '7th  St.,  IN.  *• 


..J 


THE  MAGIC  NAIL. 

A  common  nail  Is  given  ; 
for  examination,  and  then  In-  i 

•ugh 
when 

^  _  found 

to  £,e  perfectly  uninjured, 
and  the  nail  is  again  given 
to  be  examined.  Nicely  finished. 

Price,  10c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
J.  KENNEDY,  302  West  127th  St.,  N.  Y. 


_ )  for  examination,  and  then  i 

-VmX  stai  tly  shown  pierced  throuj 
f&Wk  the  finger;  and  yet,  wh< 

taken  out,  the  finger  is  fom 


GOOD  LUCK  PUZZLE. 

It  consists  of  three  horse¬ 
shoes  fastened  together. 
Only  a  very  clever  person 
can  take  off  the  closed 
horseshoe  from  the  two 
linked  horseshoes.  But  it 
can  be  done  in  a  moment  -when  the  secret  is 
known.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each. 

II.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 

ROUGH  RIDER  DISC  PISTOLS. 

Made  of  nicely  col¬ 
ored  wood  5Yz  inches 
long.  The  power  is 
furnished  by  rubber 
bands.  Ten  discs  of 
cardboard  with  each 
pistol.  Price,  6c.  each, 
postpaid, 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 

IMITATION  GIANT  DIAMONDS. 

Diamond  rings  or  studs  of 
half-inch  and  one  inch  in 
diameter  are  heard  of  in 
stories  only.  We  have  them 
imitated  by  prodigious  spark¬ 
ling  stones  which  will  deceive 
the  glance  of  any  spectator. 
Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  small 
2uc.  each;  large  size,  35c,  each 
'.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.,  N.  Y. 

MAGIC  TUZZLE 
KEYS. 

Two  keys  interlock¬ 
ed  in  such  a  manner 
it  seems  impossible  to 
separate  them,  but 
when  learned  it  is 
easily  done. 

Price,  6c.,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  JUMPING  FROG. 

This  little  novelty  creates 
a  world  of  laughter.  Its 
chief  attractiveness  is  that 
it  tekes  a  few  seconds  be¬ 
fore  leaping  high  in  the  air, 
so  that  when  set,  very  inno¬ 
cently  along  side  of  an  unsuspecting  person, 
he  is  suddenly  startled  by  the  wonderful 
activity  of  this  frog.  Price,  15c.  each  by  mail 
postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.,  N.  Y. 

ALUMINUM  DRINKING  CUPS. 

These  handsome  little  cups  are 
very  handy  in  size,  do  not  leak,  and 
are  Satin  finished.  When  com¬ 
pressed,  can  be  carried  in  the  vest 
pocaet.  They  hold  a  good  quantity 
of  liquid,  and  are  very  strong,  light 
yet  durable.  Price,  14c.  each,  post¬ 
paid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St..  N.  Y. 

COMICAL  FUNNY  FACES. 

This  genuine  laugh  producer  is 
made  of  nicely  colored  cardboard. 
A  sharp,  bent  hook  is  at  the  back 
to  attach  it  to  the  lapel  of  your 
coat.  Hide  one  hand  under  the 
lape!  and  twitch  the  small,  black 
thread.  It  will  cause  a  red  tongue 
to  dart  in  and  out  of  the  mouth  in 
the  most  comical  manner  imaginable  at  the 
word  of  command.  It  Is  very  mystifying,  and 
never  fails  to  prorjuce  a  hearty  laugh. 

Price,  6«.  each  by  mall. 
tL  F.  LANG,  *15  Walworth  St.,  B’kly*..  N.  Y. 


NORWEGIAN  MOUSE. 

A  very  large  gray  mouse, 
measuring  8  inches  from  up 
of  nose  to  end  of  tail.  Tne 
body  of  mouse  is  hollow. 
Pla^e  your  first  finger  in  his 
body,  and  then  by  moving  your 
finger  up  and  down,  the  mouse 
aopears  to  be  running  up  your 
sieeve.  Enter  a  room  where 
/  there  are  ladies,  with  the 

mouse.  Tunn'ng  up  your  sleeve, 
and  you  will  see  a  rapid  scat¬ 
tering  of  the  fair  sex.  Many 
practical  jokes  can  be  perpe¬ 
trated  with  this  small  rodent. 

Price,  10<\;  S  for  25c.  mailed,  postpaid. 
II  E.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  IS’klyn.  N.  Y. 


LINK  THE  LINK  PUZZLE. 

The  sensation  of  the  day. 
a i  r.  Pronounced  by  all,  the  in 

baffling  and  scientific  novelty 
out.  Thousands  have  worked 
at  it  for  hours  without  mas¬ 
tering  it,  still  it  can  be  done  in  two  seconds 
by  giving  the  links  the  proper  twist,  but  un¬ 
less  you  know  how,  the  harder  you  twist  them 
the  tighter  they  grow.  Price,  6c.;  3  for  15c. j 
one  dozen,  50c.,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  £Jt..  N.  Y. 


A  NEW  SQUIRT  BADGE. 

Great  fun  for  the  mil¬ 
lion!  Wear  it  in  your 
buttonhole  and  then  press 
the  bulb  and  watch  tho 
other  fellow  run. 

Price,  14c. 

J.  KENNEDY, 

303  West  127th  St.,  N.  Y. 


WINDOW  SMASHERS. 

The  greatest  sensation,  just 
from  Paris.  A  most  wonder¬ 
ful  effect  of  a  smashing, 
breaking,  falling  pane  or 
glass.  It  will  electrify  every¬ 
body.  When  j’ou  come  home, 
slam  the  door  shut  and  at 
the  came  time  throw  the 
discs  to  the  floor.  Every  pane  of  glass  in  the 
house  will  at  once  seem  to  have  been  shat¬ 
tered.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c.,  a  set 
of  six  plates. 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 


THE  FIGHTING  ROOSTERS. 

A  full  blooded  pair  of 
fighting  game  cocks. 
These  liliputian  fighters 
have  real  feathers,  yellow 
legs  and  fiery  red  comb3, 
their  movements  when 
fighting  are  perfectly  nat¬ 
ural  and  lifelike,  and  the 
secret  of  their  movements 
is  known  only  to  the  operator,  who  can  cause 
them  to  battle  with  each  other  as  often 
and  as  long  as  desired.  Independent  of  their 
fighting  proclivities  they  make  very  pretty 
'  mantel  ornaments.  Price  for  the  pair  in  a 
strong  box,  10c.;  3  pairs  for  25c.  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  ELK  HEAD  PUZZLE. 

Just  out,  and  one  of  the 
most  fascinating  puzzles  on 
the  market.  The  stunt  is  to 
separate  the  antlers  and  re¬ 
join  them.  It  looks  easy,  but 
try  it  and  you  will  admit  that 
it  is  without  exception  the  best 
puzzle  you  have  ever  seen.  You  can’t  leave 
it  alone.  Made  of  silvered  metal. 

Pric'e,  12c.;  3  for  30c..  sent  bv  mail,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
\CYy~x  'BjS  be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 

A  marble  can  be  made  to  pas i 
1  ■  from  the  hand  into  the  closed 

vase,  which  a  moment  before 
was  shown  empty.  This  is  a 
beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price.  20c. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  5Gth  St.,  N.  Y. _ 

THE  MAGNETIC  TOP. 

A  handsome  metal, 
highly  magnetized  toy. 
A  horseshoe  and  a  spiral 
wire  furnished  with 
each  top.  When  spun 
next  to  the  wires,  they 
make  the  most  sugpris-. 
ing  movements.  You 
can  make  wires  of  dif¬ 
ferent  shapes  and  get 
the  most  peculiar  ef¬ 
fects.  Price,  5c.,  post¬ 
paid. 

L.  Senarens,  317  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y„ 

ANARCHIST  BOMBS. 

They  are  small  glass 
vials,  and  contain  a 
liquid  chemical  that 
produces  a  horrible 
odor.  When  dropped  in 
a  roo  ,  they  will  make 
e  r  e  ,  y  person  present 
rush  out,  holding  their 
noses.  In  a  few  min¬ 
utes  the  smell  will  dls- 
,  -T  ,  appear.  Perfectly  harm- 

Jeea.  No  danger  of  any  evil  effect.  The  only 
risk  is  that  yonr  friends  may  make  you  smell 
one  or  the  bombs  yourself,  if  they  catch  yoo. 

1  rice,  10c.  a  box,  or  8  for  bv  moil,  nos  ft.  rile 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  CROWN  STYXO. 

Made  of  aluminum, 
satin  finish,  guaran¬ 
teed  not  to  leak.  This 
stylographic  ink  pen¬ 
cil  is  made  on  a  new  plan.  It  cannot  cor-v 
rode  and  will  outlast  and  outclass  any  simi¬ 
lar  pencil  on  the  market.  It  Is  u  splendid 
writer,  and  Is  easily  kept  In  order.  Each  one 
packed  with  a  filler,  and  a  clip  to  hold  it 
in  your  vest  pocket. 

..  Price,  25c.  each,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  DUlyn.,  N.  V.  | 


THE  PEG  JUMTER. 

A  very  effective 
pocket  trick,  easily 
to  be  performed  by 
any  one.  A  miniature 
paddle  Is  shown.  Cen¬ 
tral  holes  are  drilled  through  it.  A  wooden 
peg  is  inside  of  the  upper  hole.  Showing  now 
both  sides  of  the  paddle,  the  performer  causes, 
by  simply  breathing  upon  it.  the  peg  to  lea\e 
the  upper  hole,  and  appear  in  the  middle  one. 
Then  it  lumps  to  the  lower  hole,  back  to  tne 
middle  one,  and  lastly  to  the  upper  hole. 
Both  sides  of  the  paddle  are  repeatedly  shown. 

Price  by  mail,  loc. 

J.  KENNEDY,  303  West  127th  St.,  N.  Y. 

DEAD  SHOT  SQUIRT  PISTOL. 

If  you  shoot  a  man 
with  this  “gun”  he  will 
be  too  mad  to  accept 
the  ancient  excuse — “I 
didn’t  know  it  was 
loaded.”  It  loads  easily 
with  a  full  charge  of 
water,  and  taking  aim.  press  the  rubber  bulb 
at  the  butt  of  the  Pistol,  when  a  small  stream 
of  water  is  squirted  into  his  face.  The  best 
thing  to  do  then  is  to  pocket  your  gun  and 
run.  There  are  “loads  of  fun”  in  this  wicked 
little  joker,  which  looks  like  a  real  revolver, 
trigger,  cock,  chambers,  barrel  and  all.  Price 
only  7c.;  4  for  25c.;  one  dozen  60c.  by  mail 
nnsiiaM, 

U.  F.  LANG,  215  Walworth  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  HIDEOUS  SPIDER. 

Fun  for  every¬ 
body  with  one  of 
these  handsomo 
brutes.  His  body 
is  3  inches  long, 
beautifully  enamel¬ 
ed  green,  with 
white  ridges,  yel¬ 
low  speckles,  bulging  eyes,  and  a  big  red 
mouth.  He  is  armed  with  six  legs  and  two 
upright  feelers,  made  of  flexible  spiral  springs. 
A  dark,  invisible  thread  attached  to  his  body 
lets  you  shake  him  in  the  air  before  your 
friends’  eyes,  when  the  legs  wiggle  in  a  most 
natural,  lifelike  manner.  Guaranteed  to  make 
any  lady  howl  and  to  scare  the  bravest  hero 
on  earth  out  of  his  boots. 

Price  by  mail.  10c.  each. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  ha 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  is  attach¬ 
ed,  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 
magnifying  glass.  When  not 
in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  Insids 
the  compass  end  Is  not  seen.  The  compass  Is 
protected  by  a  glass  crystal,  and  is  hand- 
somely  silver-nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre* 
seining  a  ver>  attractive  appearance.  1  cr# 
have  a  reliable  compass,  a  powerful  mag¬ 
nifying  glass,  and  a  handsome  charm,  all  In 

l8.a  novelty,  entirely  new. 

I  lice,  2fle.  by  mail,  postpaid 

U.  F.  LANG,  215  Walnortli  U  Lhu^  N.  V. 


SECRET  SERVICE 
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“Secret  Service” 

YEW  YORK,  JELY  13,  1012. 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Single  Copies .  '?5  FenP 

One  Copy  Three  Months.; .  .05  Cents 

One  Copy  Si*  Months . .  »K35 

One  Copy  One  Year . . .  $2.50 


Postage  Free. 

HOW  TO  SEND  MONEY— At  our  risk  send  P.O.  Money  Order,  Check, 
or  Ih'cisreied  Letter:  remittances  in  any  other  ■wav  are  at  your  risk. 
We  accept  Postage  Stamps  the  same  as  cash.  Y\  hen  sending  silver 
wrap  the  Coin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the  envel* 
ope.  J Vrite  your  name  and  address  plainly.  Address  letters  to 

Smct.Ant  TortsT,  President  1  Frank  Tousey,  Publisher 

X.  Hastivsi,  Treasurer  V  _ 

Okui.  il  Kylaxdsc,  Secretary  i  168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


ITEMS  WORTH  READING 


Several  Western  railroads  are  preparing  to  build  long 
stretches  of  cement  snowsheds.  These  are  more  substan¬ 
tial  than  timber  and  are  fireproof. 

Despite  the  fact  that  it  possesses  coal  fields  covering  more 
than  4.100  square  miles,  Spain  imports  more  than 
$1(^000,000  worth  of  fuel  each  year. 

The  increasing  use  of  fuel  oil  in  the  British  Navy  has 
so  polluted  some  of  England’s  harbors  that  special  regula¬ 
tions  have  been  adopted  governing  its  use  while  a  vessel 
is  in  port. 

The  annual  report  of  the  Belgian  Congo  shows  that  the 
region  contains  at  present  3,400  whites,  of  whom  2,000 
are  Belgians,  320  Englishmen  and  60  Germans.  The  native 
police  force  consists  of  16,400  men. 

The  annual  total  of  animals  killed  for  fur  throughout 
the  Russian  Empire  is  about  20,000,000,  of  which  squirrels 
represent  13,000,000,  hares  3,000,000,  and  marmots  1,000,- 
000.  There  are  300,000  ermines  and  40,000  blue  foxes. 

Until  within  a  few  years  travelers  from  Europe  or  Amer¬ 
ica  seldom  used  Japanese  steamers.  To-day  many  choose 
them  in  preference  to  others,  because  of  the  good  food, 
cleanliness  and  service,  and  the  unvarying  courtesy  shown 

to  patrons. 

Professor  Keith,  in  a  London  lecture  on  the  evolution  of 
man,  said  that  the  resemblance  of  the  prehistoric  monkeys 
found  in  the  Fayum,  in  Upper  Egypt,  to  South  American 
monkeys  indicated  the  common  origin  of  the  anthropoids 
of  the  Old  and  New  World. 

Damascus  swords  are  made  of  alternate  layers  of  iron 
arid  steel,  so  finely  tempered  that  the  blade  would  bend  to 
the  hilt  without  breaking,  with  an  edge  so  keen  that  no  coat 
of  mail  could  resist  it,  and  a  surface  so  highly  polished  that 
w.vr  a  Moslem  wi-hes  to  rearrange  his  turban,  he  used 
l  ju  » word  for  a  looking  gl&aa. 


There  is  good  money  to  be  made  in  alligator  farming. 
The  demand  for  alligators  is  large,  constant  and  rapidly 
increasing;  the  supply  is  limited  and  there  is  not  much 
competition.  The  few  alligator  farmers  in  Florida,  Louis¬ 
iana,  Mexico  and  Central  America  are  prospering.  Alli¬ 
gators  have  to  be  fed  on  meat,  but  they  need  no  food  from 
September  1  to  May  1,  for  this  is  their  hibernating  season, 
when  they  do  not  eat  at  all.  Alligator  skins  are  used  for 
making  hags,  suit-cases,  purses,  belts/cushion  covers,  etc., 
and  their  teeth  and  bones  are  made  into  culf  links,  paper 
knives,  whistles  and  many  forms  of  cheap  jewelry  and 
ornaments.  *  The  skins  are  worth  from  50  cents  to  $3  apiece, 
according  to  size  and  quality.  More  money,  however,  is 
made  by  selling  live  baby  alligators  to  museums  and  for 
pets.  It  is  said  that  the  State  of  Florida  receives  more 
than  a  million  dollars  a  year  from  its  alligators. 


WITH  THE  FUNNY  FELLOWS 


Gasp — What  is  your  machine,  a  runabout?  Lene — I 
guess  soj  It  will  only  run  about  two  minutes. 

« 

Nurse  (taking  his  temperature) — Sir,  you  are  in  danger 
— your  temperature  is  104.  Business  Man — When  it 
reaches  105  sell. 

'  .  1  •t  i  '  ‘  1  *  *  .  .  -  A 

Dorothy  (who  quotes  Shakespeare) — What  is  your  favor¬ 
ite  play  ?  Charles — Well,  I  believe  I  like  to  see  a  man  steal 
second  as  well  as  anything. 

t 

“How  do  you  know  she’s  older  than  you  are?”  “Why, 
she  admitted  it  herself.”  “Honestly?  What  did  she  say?” 
“She  said,  Won  and  I  are  just  the  same  age,  dearie.’  ” 

Hokus — Men  live  at  a  faster  clip  than  women.  Pokus — 
That’s  right.  My  wife  and  I  were  the  same  age  when  we 
were  married.  I’m  forty-five  now,  and  she  has  just  turned 
thirty. 

“Yes,”  boasted  an  overdressed  individual,  “I  make  my 
clothes  last.  This  hat  is  an  example  of  my  thrift.  Bought 
it  three  years  ago,  had  it  blocked  twice,  and  exchanged  it 
for  a  new  one  at  a  cafe.” 

“I  should  like  to  open  an  account  at  this  bank,  if  you 
please.”  “We  shall  he  glad  to  accommodate  you,  madam. 
What  amount  do  you  wish  to  deposit?”  “Oh,  but  I  mean 
a  charge  account,  such  as  I  have  at  the  big  dry  goods 
stores.” 

The  doctor  told  him  he  needed  carbohydrates,  proteids, 
and,  above  all,  something  nitrogenous.  The  doctor  men¬ 
tioned  a  long  list  of  foods  for  him  to  eat.  He  staggered  out 
and  wabbled  into  a  Penn  avenue  restaurant.  “How  about 
beefsteak?”  he  asked  the  waiter.  “Is  that  nitrogenous?” 
The  waiter  didn’t  know.  “Are  fried  potatoes  rich  in  car¬ 
bohydrates  or  not?”  The  waiter  couldn’t  say.  “Well,  I’ll 
fix  it,”  declared  the  poor  man  in  despair.  “Bring  me  a 
large  plate  of  hash  ” 
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710  Fred  Fearnot  s  Base  Running  Also  con- 

Work  on  the  Diamond.  authors  of 
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Young  Wild  West  Gunning  for  Gold  ;  or, 
Outwuuug  the  Mine  Blotters. 

Young  Wild  West  Forced  to  Fight ;  or, 
Ilow  Arietta  Bossed  the  Gulch. 

Youug  Wild  West  and  the  Missing  Eari  ; 
or,  The  Search  for  a  Missing  Man. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Lire  Indian  Agent; 
or.  Arietta  Shooting  lor  Her  Life. 

496  Young  Wild  West's  Lasso  Duel  ;  or,  The 
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Young  Wild  West  and  the  U.  S.  Marshal; 
or,  Arietta  as  a  Detective. 

Young  Wild  West  Stopping  a  Flood;  or, 
Saving  a  Doomed  Camp 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mail  Coach  . 
or,  Arietta  and  the  Lady  in  Blue. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mystic  Dozen; 
or,  The  Scourge  of  Red  Rock  Pass. 

l'oung  Wild  West  Helping  the  Ninth 
Cavalry:  or,  Arvtta  as  a  Sharp¬ 
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Young  Wild  W’est  and  th 
Rustlers :  or.  Arietta  SaviL 
tie. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Fight  on 
or.  Surrounded  by  Greaser 
Young  Wild  West  nt-ading  a 
Arietta  and  the  Bars  of  Go 
Young  Wild  West  at  Yankee 
A  Fourth  of  July  on  the  h' 
Young  Wild  W’est  Cornered  by 
or,  Arietta  and  the  l'oisoue 
Young  Wild  West  and  “lnno* 
or,  Trapping  a  Tricky  Rustl 
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605  The  Bradys  and  the  Magic  Box;  or.The  Mystery  the  Magician. 

604  The  Bradys  Chinese  trail,  or.  The  Hunt  lor  the  \\  ooden  idol. 

605  The  Bradys  and  Gentleman  Joe;  or,  Hounding  Up  the  Taxi  Crooks. 
600  The  Bradys  Under  Sealed  Orders;  or,  A  Secret  Service  Case  from 

Panama. 


667  The  Bradys 

668  The  Bradys 
609  The  Bradys 

Wireless. 
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and  the  "Con”  Man  ;  or.  A  Clever  Crook  from  Chicago. 
Triple  Trail  ;  or.  Tracked  Through  Three  Cities, 
and  Captain  Carter ,  or.  The  Clew  that  Came  by 

In  "Little  Africa  ;  or.  Ten  Hours  of  Deadly  Peril. 
Three  Ball  Clue;  or.  Held  in  the  House  of  Mystery, 
and  "Kid  Kennedy  ;”  or,  Hot  Work  in  Battle  How. 
and  the  Midnight  Special  ;  or.  After  the  Post  Office 

and  the  Five  Gold  Bullets:  or,  The  Boldest  Plot  for 

After  the  Missing  Aviator;  or.  Chasing  a  Curious 

676  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Boy  ;  or,  Solving  an  East  Side  Mystery. 
077  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Candlestick ;  or,  Showing  Up  a  Slick 
Swindler. 

678  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Queen;  or,  The  Case  that  Puzzled 

Pell  Street. 

679  The  Bradys  Bag  of  Gold;  or.  Rounding  Up  the  Mining  Sharks. 

680  The  Bradys  and  the  River  Hats;  or.  Out  On  a  Revenue  Case 

681  The  Bradys  in  Death  Swamp  ;  or.  Downing  a  Desperate  Band. 

682  The  Bradys  and  the  Bundle  Boy  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  Eddie  Moran 
083  The  Bradys  Mysterious  Clew  ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevens. 
684  The  Bradys  and  the  Burglars  ;  or,  The  Clew  In  the  Bank  Vault. 
085  The  Bradys  and  the  Twenty  Treasure  Chests  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of 

the  California  Clipper. 

686  The  Bradys  and  the  Dumb  Chinaman :  or.  Exposing  a  Midnight 
Mystery. 
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087  The  Bradys'  Thousand-Mile  Chase;  or,  Out  for  a  Big  Reward. 

688  The  Bradys  and  Convict  10;  or,  After  the  King  of  the  Dip*. 

689  The  Bradys'  Dash  for  Life;  or.  Trailing  the  Auto  Burglar*. 

690  The  Bradys  Clever  Trap  ,  or,  The  Marked  $1,000  Bill. 

691  The  Bradys  and  the  Yellow  Giant;  or,  Xbe  Clew  in  the  Jo*m 

House 

692  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Case  ;  or,  The  Big  Bonanza  Mine  Mystery. 

693  The  Bradys  and  the  Pack  of  Cards;  or.  The  Hunchbacks  Terrible 

Secret. 

694  The  Bra’dys  and  the  Circus  Boy;  or.  The  Fatal  Finger  Frlnts.  • 

695  The  Bradys  Tracking  tht  Cab  Crooks;  or,  Working  for  a  Wall. 

Street  Bank.  Secret. 

696  The  Bradys’  Brass  Buckle  Clew;  or.  Solving  a  Seven  Years’  of  tb* 

697  The  Bradys  and  the  Queen  of  Hearts;  or.  The  Mystery 

Masked  Ball  ,  ,  D  -PSe* 

698  The  Bradys  Chinese  Trap;  or.  The  Opium  Smugglers  Rev^tery, 

699  The  Bradys  and  CaptaiD  Brown;  or.  Exposing  an  Army  Myjlisslssipi 

700  The  Bradys’  Singtlai  Search;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  > 

Steamer.  “e 

701  The  Bradys  and  the  Skeleton  Club;  or.  The  Secrets  of  t  Rai]road 

702  The  Bradys  After  the  Bridge  Burners;  or.  Working  for  a  ie  Moon- 

703  The  Bradys'  Cyclone  Raid ;  or,  After  the  King  of  t! 

shiners  r  OI  CDe 

704  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Detective;  or,  The  Orde 

Yellow  Dragon.  V  Queen- 

705  The  Bradys'  End'ess  Trail:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Voodi  Million*. 

706  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Miser;  or,  A  Hot  Fight  for 
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No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
Of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
•very  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and 
wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
riving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
— Giving  full  Instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
*  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty 
Illustrations 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST. 

. _ a  useful  and  instructive  book,  giving  a 

©omplete  treatise  on  chemistry;  also  experi¬ 
ments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics, 
chemistry,  and  directions  for  making  fire¬ 
work*  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy,  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  instructions  can 
master  the  art  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  .HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 

_ A  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 

directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  young 

"’No.'  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
LADIES. — Giving  complete  instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects;  also 
letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FBANK  TQUSEY,  Publisher, 


No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF 
ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GAR¬ 
DEN. — Containing  full  instructions  for  con¬ 
structing  a  window  garden  either  in  town  or 
country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for 
raising  beautiful  flowers  at  home. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  ans'  book  published. 

No  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISII.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing,  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. — 
Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thlrty-flve  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT. — Fully  illustrated.  Full  instructions 
are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popular 
selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect, 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  many  standard  readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— 
Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  oi  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  29  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR. 

— Every  boy  should  know  how  Inventions  orlg- 
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examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics  etc. 
ism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  '  the  most 
No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK.— One  oi  published, 
instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  ieats,  flsh. 

It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  rr-ngs,  cakes 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  pudd>md  collec- 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grf 
tion  of  recipes.  SPEAKER. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  giving  the 
— Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  ne  a  good 
different  positions  requisite  to  becor  Also  con- 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  authors  of 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular 
prose  and  poetry.  Containing 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. —  society  and 
the  rules  and  etiquette  of  good  e'lethods  of 
the  easiest  and  most  approved  n,  ’ties,  balls, 
appearing  to  good  advantage  at  par  ving-room. 
the  theatre,  church,  and  in  the  dra\  aining  full 
No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE.— Cont  ise  of  th® 
instruction  for  fencing  and  the  ijhery.  De¬ 
broadsword;  also  instruction  in  arq  1  lllustra- 
scribed  with  twenty-one  practica 
tions.  • — A  com- 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES4  lining  the 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  conti  bagatelle, 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  c. 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  et  NDRUMS. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONI  'drums  of 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conu'  'tches  and 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  c4 
witty  sayings.  *?• — It  con- 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE  oys,  girls, 
tains  information  for  everybody,  b  u  how  to 
men  and  women;  It  will  teach  yo  ^use,  such 
make  almost  anything  around  the  h  cements, 
as  parlor  ornaments,  brackets,  catching 
Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for 
birds.  UR  OWN 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  Y<*  ning  use- 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  contal  treatment  >• 
ful  and  practical  information  in  the 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  c 
every  family.  Abounding  in  useful 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints 
No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  l 
PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS.— A  usefl  rated, 
structive  book.  Handsomely  illust^T  TRAPS. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  Sk  ch  moles. 

— Including  hints  on  how  to  cp|trds.  Also 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  titrated, 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illui,  ORK  END 
No.  41.  THE  HOYS  OF  NEW  \>  real  va- 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  a  L'*  most 
riety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  t^tr**'8  i* 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  min^^  book, 
complete  without  this  wonderful  littl^' 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW 
STUMP  SPEAKER. — Containing  a  varl*  * 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro,  Dute  tbln* 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  Jokes.  Just  the  !>»•• 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  sh 
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